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There let tbe danlc page thy fancy lead. 
Thro rural scenes ; siich as the Mitutnan sn-ai.i 
Paints iu the matchless harmony o\ song ; 
Or catch thyself the landscape glldin(; swui 
Athwart imagination's vivid eye ; 
Or by the vocal vroods and waters lulled 
And lost in lonely musing, in the drcnni 
Conl'usetl of careless SOLITUDE, where mix 
Ten tlionsand wandering images of things. 
Sooth every gust of passion into peace : 
All but the swellings of the softened hearty 
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PROEM. 



The design of the following poem is less to exhibit 
descriptions of rural life and local scenery, than to mark 
the influence of Solitude upon the passions and faculties 
of mankind. The nature of such a subject admits not 
that regularity of developement, and unity of delinea- 
tion, which peculiarly constitute the beauty of compo- 
sition. In the two leading divisions, the author has 
adopted the method of Zimmerman, as natural, correct, 
and comprehensive. He is duly sensible, that his work 
is an irregular fabric ; and that digressions form a con- 
siderable part of it. These were adopted partly with a 
design to give variety to a didactic outline, and part- 
ly from a belief, that truth is never more forcibly im- 
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pressed, than when it appears m the substantial forms of 
historic truth, or the sportive fablings of mythology. 
Wherever distinct imitation has been detected, appro- 
priate credit has been given. Probably much has es- 
caped notice, as similarity of thought and expression on 
a subject, which has incidentally claimed attention from 
most poetic writers, is unavoidable from incorrectness 
of memory^ as well as congeniality of sentiment. No 
small share of sagacity is required in marking the mi- 
nute shades of imitation, and determining, when the 
thought is the suggestion of our own mind, and 
when derived from extraneous sources. Some of the 
allusions in the poem, are borrowed from other compo- 
sitions, but only when their features jidmitted refinement, 
or required new colorings to fix the outlines of anal- 
ogy. In fine, it was the desire of the author to avoid 
equally the sterility of dry and monitory reflections, and 
the tedious dazzling of superfluous decoration. How 
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iar he has succeeded, the public must determine. He 
shall not be ashamed to fail> where many cannot expect 
excellence. 

This volume professes to be a second edition of a po- 
em, composed and published before the termination of 
the author's fifth lustrum. But as not much more, than 
one third part of the original, remains in this edition, and 
as that is greatly altered in dress and application by in- 
corporation with the new matter, the whole may be just- 
ly considered a new work in plan, in ornament, and in 
disposition. 

SALEMy OCTOBER 18, 1802. 



The miscellaneous poems now added, are, for the 
most part, the productions of distant years. Many of 
them are occasional tributes to deceased merit. The 
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solicitations of friendship have effected their publication} 
and they are cheerfully resigned to the same fate^ which 
awaits the principal poem* But justice requires me 
to state^ that a few of them are not my own compo- 
sition. 
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PART FIRST 



So oft the finer movements of the soob 
That shun the sphere of pleasure's gay control. 
In the still shades of calm SECXUSION rise, 
▲nd breathe their sweet, seraphic harmonies. 

PLEASURES OF MEMORY. 



^ 4;;. |]^ 

ON THE HEART. 
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ANALYSIS OF THE FIRST PART. 



THE poem opens with a description of the pleasures of Solitude^ anc 
final cause of them is resolved into the laws of association and symp: 
Hence ^ derived the love of classic ruins, and of the retreats of departed 
ins ; hence also the love of sublime, picturesque, and beautiful, scenery 
these associated influences are memplified in various historic allusion 
descriptive pictures— The inefficacy of social scenes to afford consolati' 
tW heart in the unfortunate incidents of life^ in disease, despair, digapi 
nent, andsorrow ; and the corresponding benign influence of Solitude in a 
cning kind and benevolent emotions, and alleviating the miseries of life, 
influence of Solitude on the various passions is next introduced ; and 1 
despair, and love, are represented, as deriving peculiar consolation and d( 
in retired life. The vanity of grandeur is next descanted on, and illust: 
by historic details— The influence of Solitude in age, sorrow, and death, 
tempted to be shewn in the tale of ST. AUBIN-rSome reflections folk 
the pleasures derived from the recollection of youthful scenes, particu 
in the.tranquillity of retired life— The cultivation of the more reflned p< 
of the soul, tho often attended with pain, enlarges the circle of bappi 
and elevates the character and sentiments to their highest perfection an( 
nity— The argument thence derived of the immortality of the soul— The 
iliea concludes ifitb an address to friendship. 
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POWER OF SOLITUDE. 



O'ER the dim glen when autumn's dewy ray 

Sheds the mild lustres of retiring day, 

While scarce the breeze with whispering murmur flows 

To hymo itadirge at evening's placid close : 

When awful silence holds her sullen reign, 

And moonlight sparkles on the dimpled main ; 

Or thro some ancient, solitary tower 

Disport loose shadows at the midnight hour t 

Whence flows the charm these hallowed scenes impart, 

To warm the fancy, and affect the heart ? 

Why swells the breast, alive at every pore. 

With throbs unknown, with paitxs unfelt before f ' 
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Vain were the toil^ the mystic spring of thought^ 
Like lightning, shivers, but can ne'er be caught. 

Hence too, with majesty supremely rude 
Where nature frowns in deepest solitude. 
The local genius, as imawed he braves 
Impending cataracts, or giant caves, 
Feels all his soul dilate with zeal sublime, 
Its grandeur heightening with the kindred clime. 

Nor less the scenes, where varied beauties shine, 
To gentler feelings lend a charm divine ; 
Silence and gloom a holier peace inspire. 
Free the prest heart, and cool the fierce desire ; 
E'en sadness, pausing o'er her woes awhile, 
Relents her brow, and wakes a transient smile. 

Blest link of being, whence successive thought 
Leaps into life, in social order wroughtf 
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What subtle powers connect thy airy tram^ 
Touch b\it the first, and myriads crowd the brain ! 
From thee seclusion gains her magic art, 
To wake the mind, and elevate the heart, 
From thee, gay fiemcy every image gleans, 
Which breathes perfection o*er illusive scenes. 
And, urged by thee, the forms of memory true 
Thro coRNEAN portals pass in bright review. (3) 

'Tis evening's watch, while silver twilight fails, 
Scarce winds the Seabreeze round the flaccid ssdls ; 
Athwart Ids eyes oblique the moonlight cast, 
The jocund sailor clings the giddy mast, 
Charmed, while he seems in distant sounds to hear 
Some ready welcome meet his listening ear. 
Hu^ed be each voice, the bursting joke sujspend) 
Lo ! on his soul the dreams of hope descend ; 
At home he sits, the dangerous voyage o'eri 
Tdls all his ills, and would the tale were more s 

B 
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Unbidden tean o(»i8ole for perils pasty 
And each new smile seems lovelier, than the last ; 
Round his rocked knee his sportive infants press, 
Ask the fresh kis% and steal the fond caress ; 
J07 follows jo7) the welcome circles round, 
The tale repeated, and the bumper crowned 4 
Love, £uicy, hope, his glowing senses steep, 
And wafit his visicms o'er the bounding deep. 

Yet there are those, whose souls of heavier mould 
No joys, like these, no chastened joys unfold ; 
For them in vain in sober landscape reign 
The mouldered turret and the moonlight main ; 
For them bright fiction never taught to glow 
In fsdry tales or legendary woe ; 
For them no spirits walk the dusky cave. 
No murmuring Naiads drink the lucid wave, 
No fine enchantments, raised at wieland's call, (4) 
Convene her shadowy train to fancy's hall ; 
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Unsought) unwished) the curious sceaay flows^ 
Presiding dulness nods^ and nods to doze ! 

But come} ye good, to mark her living power, 
Whom nature fashioned in a happier hour, 
Whose tender nerves, to nicer sense alive. 
Feel ftk each touch electric life revive ; 
If high in wish, your ardent souls explore 
Each secret haunt of wisdom's treasured lore ; 
If proud in bliss, at Hymen's brightened shrine 
Ye close the mutual hope in joy divine ; 
Or, sad reverse ! if c^r8ed with every pain, 
Which crowds convulsion thro the trembling vein, 
Doomed lone and friendless life's drear paths to .rove. 
The scorn of pride, or prey of injured love ; 
Retire, and own seclusion's power to shed 
The cheering beam round merit's drooping head, 
Retire, and there the moral lesson prest 
ShaU teach in blessing, how the heart is blest. 
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Why will yc tell of all the world can give ? 
Say, can it teach the science, how to live ? 
How best in generous deeds the soul employ, 
And form its views to virtue's blameless joy I 
Here all the glory lies, to fortune known,. 
And here the cottage emulates the throne. 
What tho the courtly pomp of eastern pride 
Deck the rich couch, and o'er the feast preside, 
Wliat tho from suppliant crowds the sceptre claim 
Unrivalled honours and unquestioned £Eune ; 
Can these, where avarice haunts the pining mind, 
Calm the fierce rage, which preys on human kind ? 
Can these, where conscience fills with deep dismay^ 
Reverse the gloom, and change the night to day I 
Can these, where anguish holds her fiery reign,. 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ? 
O'er the proud scene the sword of haggard care 
Hangs to destroy, suspended by a hair I 
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Search the wide world) or^ versed in classic lore^ 
Mark the dread truth on puteoli's shore ; 
Mid gorgeous domes^ and flattery's servile host) 
Ambitious stlla roams a restless ghost ; (5) 
In vain debauch h^ syren forms assumes^ 
Care haunts his soul with visionary glooms^ 
The world's proud conquercH* asks a moment's easci 
Cursed in decline, and loathsome in disease* 

Alas ! no balms the courted crowd dbpense 

To heal the aching throes of sickened sense ; 

There morbid interest plies her ceaseless art 

To dull affection, and seduce the heart ; 

There harsh disdsun, to human misery steeled, 

With secret triumph hears the fault revealed ; 

Or if perchance a gleam of pity shine, 

Its dubious aspect marks some base design. 

Yea, tho the generous smile, the polished grace, 

like &ir apega, ask a &lse embrace, (6) 
B 3 
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Too oft its vicdm finds, the glittering toy 
Lure to deceive, and flatter to destroy. 

The lovely maid, whose native virtues flow 
Chaste, as the airy web of printless snow. 
If in sad hour, the prey of treacherous toil, 
Her rifled honour £dl some plunderer's spoil. 
How vain the h(^ to hide from public &me 
Her deep contrition and ingenuous shame ! 
Where'er she turns, the circled crime prevails, 
In smiles reproaches, and in sneers assails. 
And, like some troubled ghost, in thin disguise 
The pointed insult meets her downcast eyes. 
In vain may eloquence in mercy plead 
To spare the person, yet detest the deed, (7) 
Ungenerous censure dooms to deadlier woe 
The wretch, who suffered, than who dealt the blow. 
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Poor, wandering outcast, tho with arrowy sway 
Imbittered memory haunt the fiital day. 
When life's bright visions with pollution fled, 
And virtue sickened with the tears she shed ; 
No more returned the scenes of festive mirth, 
When youth and fancy cheered the social hearth. 
Or, tripped with truant steps the verdant heath. 
To watch the sunbeam, as it blushed in death : 
Yet shall meek solitude with temperate sway 
Gild the deep shade, and light the closing day, 
Lull the keen pangs, thy bleeding breast that tore^ 
And hallow transports, life can ne'er restore. 

So to the picture's many coloured face 
Time's secret touch imparts a ripening grace, 
Mellows e^ch tint, and still, as dies the blaze. 
Each softer beauty on the canvass plays. 
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Ask nofty in beauty's prime why valiere atro?e (8) 
By pious vows to quench the throb of love^ 
When royal pride with guilt, that ne'er shall &de| 
Spumed the fond yictim, whom his art betrayed. 
Sweet maid, thy heart, by tenderness subdued. 
Too frail for virtue, and for vice too good, 
Mid the drear abbey's gloom could proudly Know 
A joy in horror, and a charm in woe. 
•—Where the cold coffin guards its virg^'s sleep, (9) 
And holy penance lives to watch and weep, 
The lovelorn nymph, each human frailty o'er. 
Gave her fend heart to tremble and adore. 

Supernal Power, tho pain, tho sickness press, 
Wing the sharp pang, and urge the keen distress, 
Tho drear confinement every feeling chill. 
Arrest the wish, and mock the imprisoned will. 
Thro every change thy active charm prevails. 
Each thought enlivens, and each sense regales, 
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And) o'er the scene when darker horror lowers^ 
Illumes with moral light the weary hours. 

L09 where the torches throw reverted lights 
What solemn pageants crowd the funeral rite ! 
Shrill winds the blast) and thro some broken cloud 
Gleam the wan moonbeams o'er the flapping shroud ; 
Nor more is heard, save in some disnud pause 
From rank to rank a sull^i murmur draws, 
And save, where, perchM the neighbouringyews ainmig, 
The boding raiten croaks his hateful song. 
Hark ! from the tombs the fioiltering service read, 
Dust to the dust consigned, and dead to dead ; 
The victim fell in youth's unblemished pride, 
A darling sister, and a destined bride, 
Cropped, like some flower in native beauty gay, 
That greets the mom to blush its life away. 
One moment hence, to freeze the soul of mirth. 
On the sunk coBask pelts the rattling earth | 
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Ungracio\i8 sound t at whose disasterous tale 
The live flesh quivers, and the moon grows pale : 
Shriek follows shriek) the feinting mourners yeam^ 
And close the delved house, whence is no return. 

Sure, if one scene in misery's darkest hour 
E'er thro the soul difiused a deadly power, 
That scene were here, when midnight's startling chill 
Crawls o'er the flesh in mockery of the will ! 
Yet deem not hence, distempered fancy led 
Such lonely rituals o'er sepulchered dead ; 
From glooms, like these, the kindred soul shall glean 
Those holier sentiments, that work unseen, 
From human ills shall snatch a zeal sublime, 
Its trust in heaven, its triumph over time. 

Go, view the convent's dull, monastic gIoom> 
Cold, as despair, and silent, as the tomb, 
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Where harsh religion rules with bigot sway 
The lingering hour, and damps the tedious day ; 
Where rayless horror o*er the embrio joy 
Hangs, like some fiend, to strangle and destroy ; 
In vain the bosom heaves with passion's sigh. 
Rubies the lip, or melts the azure eye ; 
In vain the cheek with love's carnation glows, 
Or thro the heart voluptuous riot flows ; 
Since here the virgin pines in holy dread, 
Spouse of despair, and tenant with the dead. 

Still here are charms, by mental truth refined. 
To lure affliction from the wounded mind ; 
Here vestal zeal on rapt devotion soars. 
With fidth's keen eye the future world explores, 
Leads faultering hope thro error's dubious roadt 
And lights the trembling soul to heaven's abode. 
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Hark) from yon cloisters, wrapt in gloom profouBd^ 
The solemn organ peals its midnight sound ; 
The choral anthem swells along the aisle. 
Bursts the deep vaults, and shakes the echoing pile. 
While trembling gleams, as distant tapers move, 
Sweep the cold walls, and fringe the cypress grove. 
With cautious reverence roimd their glimmering shrine 
Press the meek nuns, and raise tlie prayer divine ; 
Here, weeping penance lifts her reddened eye. 
Pours the weak plaint, and breathes the heartfelt sigh ; 
There, wan devotion bends with wistful gaze. 
Or chants the vocal hymn of vesper praise ; 
While, pure in thought as sweet respcmses rise. 
Each grief subsides, each vrild emotion dies, 
Heaven's calm delights their erring souls employ, 
And sweet seclusion whispers promised joy. 

Else, when bold freedom late in thunder's voice (10) 
Burst their dim ceUs> and bade the dead rejoice, . 
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Recalled the idctims from despair's embrace^ 
And rent the vestal veil from beauty's face, 
Why did the lingering train with anxious view 
Hang o'er the walls, and weep and wave adieu ? 
Why ask with suppliant tears the warlike brave 
To grant a cloister's life, a cloister's grave ? 
Ah ! then remembrance mih convulsive start 
Renewed those scenes,erewhile which soothed the hearty 
When kind religion, as the vespers closed. 
Each wish attempered, and each care composed. 

So chsdned by tyrant power in cursed bastils, 
Whose weeping walls uncounted wrongs reveal, 
Fate's hopeless victim, prey of cankerous care, 
On torture feeds, and surfeits on despsdr. 
But hark ! the portal on its hinges jars, 
And freedom's arm unbolts the ponderous bars, 
Enwrapt in flames she melts his chains away, 
And leads the astonished cs^tive forUi to day : 
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Yet lo, what sadness wastes his shriv^Ued cheek} (VI) 

What strangled uttc^Fance mocks the wish to speak i 

His mutt^ned sighs impk>fe from generous fate 

The flinty piUow> and the daylesa grate. 

Alas ! m& lig^t r^ection wok^ her ragn^ 

And turned at memory's touch the whole to pain : 

No glanoe of welcome me^s lusjteai^hing eye^ 

!No ^tying ^btldrai eeho »gh for aigh ; 

In vain he asks a home from door to.door} 

The plaooy iwhioh knew him oiice> knows now no more ; 

E*en the few friends, whom heaven had taught his woes. 

The narrow house had lodged -in .loRg tepose : 

Nought) iiought, remained to. sooth the sttaeger^scarei 

Save the loBe;^wali8) his prison, and his prayer ! 

But where to mark ssclusion^s happiest lart, 
Shall reason search >the chambers of the heart ? 
Since all the passions own her moral sway, 
By turns jsufi^rt her, and iby turns obey : 
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Love) hoipej and joy, Hao aU htr shades dUport^ 
Her dreamtf enliteti) and her j^seoce court ; 
While grief and anguish every pang dismiss. 
Or hail in fimcy images of bUss. 

When the fo»d mother o'er the cradle bends 
To trace each joy f^^niliar fimcy lends, 
Tho from her heart pertaH)ed emotions rise, 
While mutely eamectt turn her aching eyes, 
Since every smile, that lights her cherub's &ce, 
And every lodc^ that marks the father's grace, 
Telk her lone heiaxt in agOAies ofcare 
Of joys departed, and < of days that were :' , 
Yet think not hence, existence darkly teems 
With shapesmoredread&l, than themurderer'sdreams ; 
Think not, that grief usurps with strong control, 
Resistless empire o'er the widowed soul ; 
Still, where affection's S(^nl»g influence wakes, 
Thro the deep shades a milder lustre breaks. 
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Hope spans the years^ that dimly float between^ 
And lights with opening bliss the distant scene* 

Nor pause we here, but mark hope's silent sway 
Pervade the soul to chase its cares away, 
When love unblest the mom of life consumes 
In deep regrets and visionary glooms. 
Oft will she rise, and o'er the night diffuse 
Ideal charms in fancy's golden hues. 
And, while seclusion's moral comforts bless, 
By sweetly tempering, what defies redress, 
Round memory's eye her freshened twilight plays 
With the calm images of former days. 

So hapless eloise, whose passioned lines (12) 
Breathe the pure sense, that softens and refines, 
At every vein when injured virtue bled. 
And anguish froze the tears by passion shed^, 
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While yet young beauty's rich, transparent dye 
Blushed in her cheek, and mantled m her eye, 
Sought the dim cell, where changeless rigor reigns, 
And wan repentance clanks her wasting chains^ 
Where the cold walls of paraclete aspire, 
And bigot horrors feed religion's fire. 
E'en there love shed a sofit enchantment round. 
When midnight dews enwrapt the channel ground i 
From the full choir, as pealing anthems rose. 
Or dying requiems hymned dvine repose, 
The mdngHng strain with warm devotion stole 
To 18'eathe a holy languor o'er the soul : 
Or thro the shades by fancy's guiding light 
St. gildas opened on her wishful sight ; 
Again she seemed that voice of love to hear. 
Whose early music won her credent ear ; 
Again sweet converse cheered the classic bower, 
Where science lingered many a social hour j 
c 2 ^ 
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Forgot the dismal years, which swept between. 
Since vestal duties closed each earthly scene ^ 
Forgot the matin rite, the chanted air, 
A lovelier image stole her virgin prayer ^ 
Resistless hope, to mental feelings true, 
0*er the deep gloom its rich perspective threw. 

' Blest be that power, which chased the fiends of carev 

*And called his trembling spirit from despair, 

When crazed with love, by treacherous wiles betrayed, 
t 
' Desponding petrarch* sought vauglusa's shade. (13) 

There loved the bacd mid rocks grotesque and bold 

His liberal converse with the dead to hold ; 

Above, dark woods, o'er dizzy torrents hung, 

Thro winding vales their giant shadows flung ; 

Below, from springs, where scarce a bubble whirled, 

' Thro verdant glens the silver sorgia purled ; 

. The landscape round in pure luxuriance smiled ; 

Here,i»ft, and calm 5 there, grand, abrupt, and wild ; 
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Claude's finest genius seemed to touch the place 
With witching gloom and melancholy gitice : 
HauntS) meet for joy to muse the Lesbian strain, 
But rife with perils, when the passion^ reign ; 
In every shade the visioned maid descends, 
And, fancy's captive, low the minstrel bends ! 
Seen is her form, as when in proud st. claire (U)* 
The lovely damsel blushed divinely feir ; 
Transparent green with violet purflew swims 
Round her fair breast, and clasps her prisoned limbs ; 
. Light o'er her snowy neck in vohimes rolled, 
The mantling ringlets sport their flowing gold ; 
The sparkling eye thro aubiiim lashes plays, *' 

Flash follow!^ fiashj and blaze succeeds^to blaze ; 
She breathes, the dews of richest heaven distil ; 
She speaks, and music pours its sweetest trill ; 
Grace on her lips with magic virtue dwells. 
Truth weaves the text, and love the comment spells : 



^». 
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Too dangerous charms I in vain the lover flies^ 

Voluptuous visionts meet his startled eyes ; 

The wood% the streams^ the echoing rocks confess^ 

A present angeyiaumts the charmed recess I 

-««£'en now the pilgrim> as with musing pace 

His anxious steps the classic ruin trace^ 

^IL marks the spot, by circling shades enclosed. 

Where the fond lover oft at noon reposed ; 

* Still hears Ms voice along the vocal grove 

Breathe the sad harmonies of thoughtful love ; 

' Still hearsy ^ ray LaOSU" niirtle tl>ro the trees^ 
> - *^ 

< Float on the tide, and echo on the breeze, 

^ Moi<^ sweet, than ARitL's'strains enchanted stole (15) 

To sooth to peace the ship'wrecked strainer's soul ; 

More soft, than memnoh's harp its music plays, (16) 

Trilled by the sportive touch of orient rays. 

So, Inhere gay haglev, drest in sylvan pride, (17) 
Refiei0ts its image on the tranquil tide, 
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The widowed minstrel loved his reed to play, 
And dream of lucy thro the livelong day. 

So plaintive shaw in grief's spontaneous strain (18) 
Simg his lost emma to the sylvan train, 
And round his Leasowes to the listening grove 
So sHEi^sTONE, Warbled notes of hopeless love. / » 

For injured feeling when fond hope has flown, 
What can suf&ce, and what in price atone ? 
What blest siloam shall to heafth restore 
The cheerless wretcn, who bleeds lit every pore ? 
Faint on despair, the stinted kindness shines, 
Faint, as the wintry sun on siber's mines, 
The distant gleam with sullen contrast falls, 
Flits o*er the past, and every grief recals. 



The piteous youth beside yon straggling thorn; 
His hair dishevelled, and his look forlorn, 
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Too dangerous charms I in vain the lover flies. 

Voluptuous visions meet his startled eyes ; 

The woods^ the streams, the echoing rocks confess^ 

A present angeyiaunts the charmed recess 1 

■ — *E*en now the pilgrim^ as with musing pace 

His anxious steps the classic ruin trace, 

^H. marks the spot, by circling shades enclosed, 

"VtThere the fond k)ver oft at noon reposed ; 

. ^ StiH hears Ms voice along the vocal grove 

Breathe the sad harmonies of thoaghtfiil love ; 
t 
* Still hearsy ^ my Laiirsir" ruirtle tl^o the trees^ 

^ Float on the tikle, and echo on the breeze^ 

^ ^01^ sweet, than ARitL's'strains enchanted stole (15) 

To sooth to peace the ship'wrecked stranger's soul ; 

More sofi^than memnon's harp its music plays, (16) 

Trilled by the sportite touch of orient rays. 

So, ^here gay h aglet, drest in sylvan pride, (17) 
Reflects its image on the tranquil tide, 
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The widbwed minstrel loved his reed to play, 
And dream of lucy thro the livelong day. 

So plaintive shaw in grief's spontaneous stram (18) 
Simg his lost emma to the sylvan train, 
And round his Leasowes to the listening grove 
So sHEi^sTONE warbled notes of hopeless love. » 

k 

For injured feeling when fond hope has fiown, 
What can suffice, and what in price atone ? 
What blest siloam shall to heafth restore 
The cheerless wretcn, who bleeds Jit every pore ? 
Faint on despair, the stinted kindness shines, 
Faint, as the wintry sun on siber's mines. 
The distant gleam with sullen contrast falls, 
Flits o*er the past, and every grief recals. 

The piteous youth beside yon straggling thorn, 
His hair dishevelled, and his look forlorn, 



34 POWER OF 

Whose hollow eyes^ by midnight watchings pale^ 
With mute reproach upbraid the piercing gale, 
Once shone, like thee, howe'er matured in grace, 
The manly glory of an ancient race ; 
Once, skilled in lore, informed with brilliant sense, 
And poured Hybl»an strains of eloquence ; 
Once gaily pleased, for love his heart beguiled, 
And mutual passion ripened, while she smiled ; 
But fate's stem angel, foe of all that's fidr, 
With sickening envy eyed the faithful pahr, 
Sped the fell shaft, which bade perfection (Me^ 
And cut the knot, he never coula untie. (19) 

Oft as the village sports at evening close, 
And westering twilight sinks to short repose, 
Pale, as some withered corpse, with muttered cries 
The pensive mourner thro the churchyard hies, 
Bends o'er maria's grave in speechless grief, 
With looks, that ask, yet seem to mock relief, 
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And) crazed with anguish, ;tunis his frantic glare^ 
. Raves to the wind> or breathes convulsive prayer : 
Hah ! 'tis his voice, that on the ravening gale 
Heaves the deep plaint, and pours the tender wail, 
It seems in fitful strains his woes to moan, 
Or h9^ sui^Mressed itemurmurs in a groan. 
And (^ the scenes of idle tumult lend 
One gleam of comfort for his perished fiiend ? 
Can social glee lapian bajms impart 
To chase one anguish from his harrowed heart i 
Yet shall retir£M£nt yield some mystic leaf 
To staunch the wounds of Solitary grief; 
And, while in aoliter tones and milder woe 
fioimd memory's- ey« the imaged sorrows flow, 
Fond hope, as life decays, with sweet control (20) 
To fancy's dreams shall harmonize his-seul. 

But when the passions, urged by darker strife, 
Prey on the soul to burst the springs of life, 
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Or brood o'er human ills ^th sleepless care 
To fix some purpose of convulsed despair ; 
If harsjily doomed those deadly pangs to feel. 
Which time can ne'er subdue, nor fancy heal. 
To mark with frenzied glare parental pride 
Frown on thy hopes, and crush thy destined bride ; 
Parental pride ! whose withering prudence spies 
No worth, but interest, thro its jaundiced eyes, 
And stands unawed, in sacred fury wild. 
The lustAil murderer of its bartered child ; 
If such thy doom, with eager steps evade 
The glen, the stream, the twilight, and the glade ; 
'Fly from thyself, nor. rouse in sullen mood 
The lurid thoughts, from hell's worst Sorcery brewed j 
Lest thy quick wrath indignant smite the edr 
With muttered curses on the blighted fiedr, 
Or injured honor bum with impious ire 
To point destruction on the guilty sire : 
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FI7 the rich page^ where gloomy genius drew 
His WERTER bleeding) and his crazed st. prevx, 
Where schemes of dreadful presage what the mind 
In spells, that fasten, and in charms, that blind ; 
Lest in some ho^r, when cautious reason sleeps, 
Thy weary footsteps pace Leucadian steeps. 
Love, hatred, vengeance, death, thy soul divide, 
And wroth distraction woo to suicide. 

Nor seek the crowd, whose jealous vice lays bare 
In senseless n^e the wounds of fixed despair ; 
Keen to destroy^ there lurks the insidious smile, 
Corrupt in hatred, and in kindness idle ; 
There lovelorn anguish chums no generous tear, 
The look, half pity, kindling barbs a sneer. 
Yea, as the fimend flames unwedded rose. 
Disdained alliance, and abhorred to close. 
When fierce in death the rival brothers lay, (21) 
On the same pyre, in Thebes' disastrous day : 
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So be thy life firmn naddaiing riot five. 

Its bakftil commerce} and ks heartkat glea» 

Eternal warfare urge thy cloaiiig breath, 

And stem division Iriun4>h over death. 

But on ^e l»east of some fond friend rediney 

Whose joys commune} whose sorrows melt with thine; 

So shall a holier dew from heaven distilled} 

Hush the sharp throb, and quench the ugh unwilled ; 

So pensive memory lose the sense of pain. 

Charmed mto peace beneath affection's reign. 

Nor less we own :s£gi.usiom's magiG sldl 
To mould the temper, as she guides the will s 
Beneath her shades the kindred virtues meet, 
Blend in gay groups, and twine in unidi sweet ; 
Resigned their rage the fiery pasiicns rest. 
And gentlest musings woo the softened breast-; 
Tranquil, yet bright, each-beauteous image fidwa 
To lull the loul in (uacfn ndtehed repose. 
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E'en those we l0Te> more warning graces gain 
From the strange sweetness of a twilight plain s 
We wake, we Hire, the talmman's contn^ 
With nice attraction draws the melipwed soul> 
Joy swells the pulse, and pity's trembling sigh 
Steals fitun each nenre rei^ionnve sympathy. 

How hiest that stale, where mingling hearts unite, 
Blend in desire, and haU the nuptial rite I 
Then aU is peace, for nature's charms combine 
To sooth each passion, and each sense refine ; 
Then all la peace, and many an artless wile 
Steals ftom domesdc care its grate&l smile ; * 
SedoctiTC converse flows bom eye to eye, 
Speak3 in a tear, and utters in a sigh ; 
Each wish declared, ere from the lips it part, 
Wkh magnet inlliinK^r finds its kindred heart ; 
Each virtue brightened gives the soul to trace 
In conscious )^f^ its g|mnd»ir md ils grace^ 
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X O I wake witli paauon's finei creatine power 
Her rich enchantment) her ecatatic hour ; 
She, holy cherub, o'er the couch of death» 
Bencb with mild gaze to stay the parting breath, 
From wan deqjMur averts the impending storm, 
And lights a smile on horror's haggard form ! 
Lo, where she turns, what instant beauties rise. 
Flowers Uush to life, and carols peal the skies ; 
Ambrosial dews their nectared balms dispense. 
To charm with varying sweets the ravished sense ; 
Responsive echoes wind the rifted steeps. 
Dance the live groves, the amorous mountain leapt ; 
High ttwells the Lesbian hymn, old ocean hears. 
And rules immortal love, and shakes the spheres. 

Without her presence where shall bliss reside ? 
E'en fair caltpso kxithed her deathless pride : (M) 
On wmgt divine atrial ^itrits shot 
Ten thousand odors thro her spaiUing grot. 



Round ker nob Goiifih iprith wmblms^Kbiofi^fhf^i$ 
And arched ihf^ c^rlte'ii stdutaiy «badei 
WitA fragrant breath the cooling zephyrs wove ; 
But all wfBB eaA^ess in thine ah^encei love 1 
Immoi^ ji& hid lost the powers fpktm^ 
And health iipd beai^y knguifthn^ &r disease. 

Mysterious fower I what thriffipg traafl[MNrto pwh 

What fine s^isajdonB ^pass the tremUing toun^ 

Wh«n thy first waie suspends the gassing eye^ 

Veiled in the^bksb of hq;>e9 and asks reply ! 

Quick flies the pulse with interrupted leap) 

Then lk»¥rs i» AW^eetnesS) ihm subsides to sleep ; 

But wak'd 4«tQe nMvre, yhutt ^ntle iuiwlts risi^ 

What^mft ^dbratioos speed venewed surprise ! ' 

Tr(3m each fine AMnne knpetttous fnotiona wmg 

Iki&nmm jo^ ^ lifers ecstatic spring, 

Round the brisk eye eiichaated scenery •flualAi ' 

Thro the spelled ear distil ethereal note% 
n2 
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VoliiptiiouB bliM the tingling senses chains, 
And o'er the whde one bright blysium reigns. 

So felt APBLLESi when his hand easayedf (SS> 
With trembling to«ch| to sketch the Persian maid t 
With gradual grace beneath hia mimic art 
Glow the fresh smiles, the swelling beauties start ; 
But wheny as life,, the perfect figure stood, 
Like YXMus Uushing from the conscious flood. 
The wcmdering artist gazed with tenderer thought, 
And bowed the slave of charms his pencil wrought. 

But say, what climes her genial presence greets, 
What bleat arcabxa owns her fond retreats I 
Dwells she, where pride to &shion*s altar rears 
The gathered follies of an age of years ? 
Dwells she, where envy, yeiled in friendship's guise» 
MatuMB her plots^ and murders by surmise ? 
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Far other scenes invite her aid divine, 
Far other votaries throng her favored shrine ; 
There, like sepulchral flames, by darkness fed» 
Her glimmered raptures scarcely light the dead. 
She seeks the tranquil hours of social mirth, 
The mild communion^ the domesdc hearth ^ 
Her sister rites with meek devotion pays. 
And round the lar£s twines with mehing gaze ; 
Her ready choice, aHbction's pensive mood, 
Her best reliance, peace and solitvz»b. 

^ Transcendant bliss ! wluch souls sublime respire. 
Steeped in the stream^ of rapture's purest fire ; 
Whence all thy powers, thy charms beyond compare^ 
Let thy rapt votary's panting heart declare. 
What time gay hope disports in blushing youth, 
And bright illusi<»i wins to manly truth. 
O ! he can tell, what pure emotions spring. 
Thrill the live soul, and nerve its lofty wing ! 



44 POWJBXt OF 

When from some dii^ wlraae csvcs wtchangj 
He eyes the wild anif heave the tieiaUuKg 8hora» 
Or dares «t midugbt's hoyr dev«Nitly sCmj 
The chiwchysrd thro wUtk mehnebo^ oaay* 
Marks the pale cresoent ride her chariot h%fa» 
«< Or pores niKMi the bnif^ that faahUes by/' 
O ! he can^lefly the Tsried furospeot teems 
With more, Ihaa poets pamt in eastern dreams ; 
Pants not a breeze^ hot through the nisding gitnre 
Its soft responsas wiusper aotes of love ; 
Springs not a thought, but o'er its secret views 
The wisard, ^acy, sheds her rainbow hues ; 
Glows .ustmwifihi but wags its diaste deajre 
More pure, ^aa iDoeBse bt by vestal five : 
Such wondonoitsiohiiffaks tbe4BQn:ereasbids advwtte^ ' 
Caught ftmo. the iury realms of wUd romance ! ^ 
And such to bless sfaefU mild aSectoi owm. 
When youth and liealdi and fortmie's ^A& are Aown ; 
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And much to btess shall gild seclusxok's reigii> 
While memory lights, or fiction haunts the brain ; 
Those leave the peace to conscious merit given. 
And these with wisdom teach the joys of heaven. 

But these are charms, which genuine taste bestows> 
These only virtue, blameless virtue, knoipi: 
In vain seclusion boasts a mystic power 
To steal from vice one agonizing hour ; 
Stem conscience fixes on her. fitted prey 
With sullen anguish^ and diseased dismay. 

Unhappy truth, by kings and slaves confesf, (34> 
How sure thy sway shall gromwsll's fiUe attest I 
He, when a world his proud command obeyed, 
Shrunk finom himself, and feared his moving shade ; 
On every side guilt saw with strai^ alarm 
The aiiy dagger, and the murderous arm^ 
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PerhafM ye deem, wbeie grandeur hekle the tl»eM» 
NoodkMiacareBiiifadeyiiofiuikermggproen ; 
But loves and graces lead their circling dancey 
CrBjj as the forms rehearsed in wild romance. 
Delusive thoughts ! that haimt the domes of state, 
Falseyae the dreams, dismissed the itort g«te : (9i) 
Far differeafllMs severe experience brings 
To point its mord on tibefrle of kings. - 

Ask kyvely MAiimifoir, wkm fortune nniled (36) 
To deck with regal charms its foverite child, 
Why mid st. gtr's lone walls she loved to dwell, 
And pocewkh m««ng step the vestal's cell ; 
Her conscious lips the motive could declare, 
Beneath the putnun lurks the fiend of care. 

So to the shades of cabn mpaillb's retreat, 
Savoy's proud monaich tuned Us pilgrim feel, (27) 
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WliCB ag^ had damped ambitioa^i viind Bamet 
And taught) that royal pcmip tisurps-i*-4i naxne. 

And lo, where zebrab's lohy twrvets rise 
With marble grandem* to the genial skies, 
Whiyt cuiious beauties seize the vonders^^eiisey 
Proftiae in wealth, in hnoirf intense ! 4/1^ 
Blaze the vast domes, inwrought with fretted gold* 
The sumptuous pavements yeins of pearl unfold ; 
Arch iHled on arch with ^columned pride ascend. 
Grove linked to grove their mingling iftiadows bend ; 
From thousand springs pavilioned fountains play 
Refreshing coolness thro the sultry day ; 
Fruits, flowers, and fragrance all at once conspire 
To thrill the soul, and renovate desire i 
Tet hear the caliph of the bright domcdn, (28>) 
When fifty subs had<graeed his golden. reign, 
When wai^s'last triumph left no-tkeme fof^ praise, 
And peace and victxny led their golden days ; 
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Yet hear tiie m^ whose sobered thought confined 

To half amoon lus real bliss of mind ; 

^ Vain are the gifts deluded mortals piize ; 

^ Place not thy trust, O man, beneath the skies !" 

In life's thronged paths how few with safety tread. 
Nor mounBieir virtues stained, their hopes misled ; 
How few approve, in judgment's tranquil hour. 
The vain pursuit of wealth, the strife for power ; 
Heedless that time the summer dreams will shroud, 
We seek a goddess, and embrace a cloud ! (29) 
" Man wants but little here, nor wants that long," 
Sung the sweet muse of melancholy song ; 
Soon must this goodly frame dissolve and die, 
Swept, like a vapor, from the vnntry sky ; 
The treasured ore, the pageantry of state, 
In vain delay the insidious march of fete ; 
On higher views the immortal soul must rise, 
Than wealth or powor or ek»quence supplies, 
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In that stem Immit, when shiyering on the bounii 
Whence love and genhis know no blest return^ i 
On moral views, from lettered wisdom caught. 
And formed and cherished in sequestered thought. 



When age has quenched the eye's inn^ooed firei 
And joy's &int colorings glimmer to ex|H 
Where shall he turn, whose drooping soul sustains 
The heayy load, which clogs life's fluttering veins I 
Far hence removed the friends of eariy youth, 
Whose smile was rapture, and whose language^ truth, 
Himself alone of all the numerous train. 
Whose careless laughter swept the breezy plaiuy 
Like some rude column desolately cast. 
Left to record decay, and tell the past I 
Too oft the good man on his spirit prejnj 
Sunk in neglect with glory's latter days ; 
Too oft, unfnended by the slaves he fed, 
Like BELiSARius, begs Hs daily bread, (SO) 
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Till worn trith ftecret griefii he mghs dMreatf 
^ My age 18 pasty O ! lay me dowB to rest.'* 

Then let the gentler sympathies comlnne 
To slope the way to nature's slow decline ; 
Sweet is tl^Mk to sooth the unequal strifei 
<VAnd roJf^Ladle of enfeebled life ;" 
There ^idl the cherub, loYe* with fend employ 
Press r6und the soul some chaste, domestic joy ; 
There cheering friend^iip watch with ske^ess eye, 
True, as ti» needle points the pdar sky, 
Brightemng till death, and faitiifol^in decay, 
Compose <»ith pious hands tfaeiei is c l ess'riay. 



Nor let the viftoons-ftar^tinle^ secret htge, 
Theirs are deU^btSi inaeh^eveiry painsatttage, 
> Which still, as life dediiies,'witii soothing dbarm 
Its rigors soften, and its cares disarm ; 



SOUTUDE. 51 

For them bs^prkxxnt decks her fragrant bower^ 
Culls every herb^ and sweetens every hour ; 
For them hope weaves a balmy couch of peace. 
Lifts the faint heart, and bids its fiutterings cease ; 
Bright, yet serene, religion's prospects rise. 
Like evening twilight breathed from ^M|^r skies. 



r 



Far frem tke vnorld> its pleasures anflnts strife^ 
The goodi. sib AVftur passed hia tranquil life ;^ 
Deep in a glen the rural mansion rose, 
And half an. acBtispamedite msdcsft dose ; 
Just hj tkci daor a.liviiig atccamlet rolled, 
Whose pebbly bottom gleamed with sandy g<^. 
There first tiie woodlariL hailed prointiouo spfisg^ . 
The hiimmiag insect dipped his glossy wing, — • 
The branching ehns in ancient grandeur spread, 
Inweaved with myrtles, near its babUing head. 
Behind, vast mountains closed the wonderous view, 
Hung o*er the horizon veiled in hazy blue, 
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Save when the shutting eve mid vapon^oar 
Rolled its last gleams their woody summits o'er^ 
Andy seen at distance, thro some opening brake 
Transparent brightness lit the neighbouring lake. 



Scenes, ya^xR salyator's soul had joyed to climb 
Mid ^^l^^^H^ ^^^ images sublime. 
Or caught wundndling glance the bold designs, 
Where Aorror's form on beauty's lap reclines. 



Meek was st. aubxw's soul, his gentle air (31) 
Spoke to the searchmg glance the man of care ; 
Unlike the giant oak, which propped on high, 
Looks o'er the storm, and dares its bolts defy, 
But as the humbler reed, whose pliant tndn 
Bend to the breeze, said rise to bloom again. 
His ready smile relieved the welcome poor, 
Who thronged with daily joy his opening door i 



mind. 
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Unslulled hym>r]jfiy a^ the soul to scan^ 

His social nature loved the race of man ; 

Nor sought by godly rites religious praise, 

More pleased to pay obeisancei than to raise ; 

Nor wished the booktaught lore, whose schemes confined 

To one small spot the charities of mind^ 

Let the yain Leyite pass the other \ 

In courtly pomp, in dull) official prid 

His proffered aim* the wandering stranger fq|md> 

Wine for his heart, and ointment for his wound, 

The cheer reply, the scholar's modest jest. 

In want a shelter,' and a home for rest. 

One darKng daughter claimed the good man's care. 
Gay, as the lark, but scarce more gay, than fair ; 
Light were the sportive locks, whose curls profuse 
Hung o'er her neck in native wildness loose ; 
Blue were the speaking eyes, whose bended lash 
Half hid and half betrayed a fluttering flash ; 

£ 2 
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Health's glowing rose, in shadowed lusl|| sleeky 

Diffused its virgin blush o'er either cheek j 

Love in her form its bright perfection traced. 

Yet drest the model, still to nature chaste ; 

No sober tricks, no mawkish whims confined 

Her lively ease^her innocence of mind ; 

A parent*s^^Hach pure refinement taught, 

And fixed the polish, when it formed the thought, 

To hncj^B lustre lent the touch of art, 

And gave the judgment force to guide the heart. 

Up with the mom the hermit skimmed the dew> 
And thro the echoing woods his shrill horn blew ; 
At noon well pleased beside some rippling stream 
Wove blameless fiction's legendary dream, 
Or, hilled to peace, with curious love pursued 
The courteous muse thro every changing mood, 
Wept at her woes of many a tear beguiled. 
And felt her joys, and acted o'er the child. 
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But when thoi£urfew tolled the hour of rest) 
And eve's fine blush imbued the glowing west) 
Beneath a shadowy bower^ with myrtles crowned) 
His moral lectures constant audience found. 
Charmed to his knees his cheerful infant came 
To lisp with trembling voice a father's i 
Rehearsed her early task, and pleased 
With earnest sweetness drew his anxious smile* 
There too in riper age the artless jane 
Poured in wild tones her melancholy strain) 
Or touched the lute with many a pensive air. 
Or breathed her grateful soul in thanks and prayer ; 
Such holy rites the good man loved to keep) 
Till praise and blessing brought the hour of sleep. 

Well may remembrance love the favored day 
My truant footsteps chanced to pass that way. 
When on his doorstone sat the sage and told) 
How mind and sense their gradual powers unfold ; 



S6 POWER OF 

Then hightr raised the moral pkasures tracedf 

Whoae touch harmonious charms the nascent tast^ 

With loTe and rapture warms the poef s page^ 

Or moulds to deeds divine a slothfid age ; 

And thencC) as holier purpose fired his soul^ 

Sung the first Cause, whose wisdom formed the whole. 

The while he spoke, methought his i^iril shed 
Some heavenly dew of mingled hope and dread ; 
Mysterious influence seemed to haunt the shade, 
And round his fiice transfiguring brightness played. 

But all is past, and scarce the eye can trace 
One ruined monument of former grace. 
Short is the tale, nor power, nor harsh disdain, 
With lordly triumph grasped his small domsdn, 
Nor base seduction lured by syren charms 
His rifled treasure from a father's arms : 



SOLITUDE. 57 

Heaven frowned severcy its awful mandate sent^ 
And claimed the darling hope its bounty lent. 

Beside the couch, where jane expiring lay. 
The hermit knelt, and prayed, or seemed to pray. 
Dim were his eyes, with anxious vigils wom> 
Tet spoke a soul with no harsh tumults Unn-; 
E'en in the agonies of dumb despair, 
Devotion's smile was seen and cherished there : 
And, as the lingering powers of life decayed, 
Faith beamed her radiance thro the deepening shade, 
With firm reUance drank the parting breath, 
ILissed the pale lips, and closed the eyes in death. 
Thro brighter realms the unbodied cherub sought, 
Realms pure in Uiss beyond the soar of thought, 

Slow thro the narrow path, by misery worn. 
Passed the veiled corpse, in shrouded silence bonie ; 
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No vain parade, no courtly^ pageant spread 
Their sickly honors round the virgin dead ; 
Strewed o'er the hier some vernal flowers were seen, 
And here and there a sweetbriar fell between. 
The fiidier came in sorroVs holiest gloom. 
His raised eye fixed tm hopes beyond the tomb> 
Still, as the tempest^ hinbed in dread su^Mnsc, 
Yet mild, as twilight greetts. ^e wakening wmaam ; 
No muttered groans, no ilifladfc anginsh shook 
His meek v^ote, kis cafaoy imaltertA ltok» 
SttP^ when Ike rkual closed ite wintasd iliaiii/ 
And o^etf tkt toSbsL roBedth* tavtk agaaA| 
One Ikgevkig lipaxy tiu^ seemed tiie miua to speak, 
Widt briny htttre trickkd diswn kia cheek,. 
One liogenn^ tcarwaa aft bia spirit gaive. 
Then bowed a last ferewell, and left the grave ! 

Tet had not memory lost ker soothing art, 
Nor fiaicy closed her empire in the heart : 
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Wben-iq> the grcrves unclouded moouH^t streamed 

At the lone hour^to gobUns sacred deemedf 

When sober day^ mid ^vapory :gloam8 de8C]ied9 

Shot its faint crimson round at eventide) 

Ofit would he rove some mountain's brow along) 

And pour in shattered tones his plaintive son^) 

Kiss thestray Sowers, which drest thestreamtet^smavge, 

Or ro(W:«thwaTt the lake his aged barge ; 

And when some spot, where jaite was wont to roam, 

Some-feivorite pastime called his spirit heme. 

If once a sigh his heaving bosom pressed, 

His trust in heaven was all, ^lat sigh express. 

Oft would he trim his wintry hearth, and court 

Rememhered iscenes of pleasantry and i^Mirt, 

Mark, where the- lute secured its dusty piace» 

The needled riaadscape' on l3ie waitiscot traoe, 

The qusunt remftHc, the evening ta& review, 

And chase theieeting shades, and dream ^anew. 
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Nor smile, ye proud) if thoughts, like thesey engag 
The friendless soul in melancholy age^ 
More sweety than all the hymns of active joy, 
One moment sacred to this chaste employ, 
One pious hour, to moral musing given. 
Its relish truth, its harmonies from heaven! 
And, as the hapless wretch, by storms overcast. 
Clings, shuddering clings him, to the fatal mast, 
So hope and love, yet buoyant on the wave, 
Shall snatch their relics from the ravenous grave, 
And most, as Hfe recedes, with fond alarms 
Fold the dear types immortal in their arms. 

Near where a cypress shades the lonely heath, 
Long has st. aubin slept the* sleep of death ; 
O'er the rude hillock waves the rank grass high, 
And moans the wild blast, as it hurtles by : 
One simple stone, with village rhymes bedigiit, 
Jfust tells the tale to every passing wight. 
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And bids lus drooping soul aspire to raise 
Such love in life^ in death such honest prsdse. 

Sure, if one blessing heaven to mortals lend, 
Tis this pure peace, that calms the good man's end ; 
'Tis this transcendant power, whose views refinedf 
Control the passions, and correct the mind : 
This, tho the pride of fortune melt away. 
And drowsy age on sickening &ncy prey, 
Still lights the mind to feeling's gentler rest, 
And sheds around ^ the sunshine of the breast !' 

When, warm with life, unclouded fancy glows« 
How loves the mind to roam at evening's close ; 
Beside some murmuring brook, by memory led, 
To light the classic torch, and search tiie dead ; 
Or raise each shadowy form of youthful mirth, 
Love's plighted hour, and friendship's wintry hearth ! 
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For these are scenes, tho marked on childhood's page^ 

Whence flows a ch$u*m beyond tlie waste of age. 

Evoke its trains, evoke its noisy sports, 

Its breezy woodwalks, and its green resorts. 

Where every eve the little heroes prest. 

To catch with eager ears some circling jest> 

The passing creed, thro many a story spun, 

Of witch or goblin, murdered knight or nun ; ' 

Or feats of pith, to every truant known. 

Amused the crowd, and won the victor's crown ; 

How bright their shades in swift procession pass. 

Seen thro the distant glimpse of memory's glass ! 

How sweetly speak the moral voice to youth. 

In tones of love, yet eloquence of truth ! 

But thus not always on the chart of time 
Glow the light forms of childhood's golden prime ; 
Oft shall the tear of warm regret be shed. 
When many a peril past, a tempest fled. 
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/The aged pilgrim sits him down to trace 
Some dream of early life^ some infant grace, ^ 
And oft his bosom heave unbidden sighs 
O'er the sad wreck of friendship's severed ties. 

And is there here no blest Elysian grove, 
Whose gc^den branches shield the fruits of love I 
Are all the scenes, which vigorous genius frames, 
but vain illusions, and ideal names ? 
Pants but the soul for higher joys to thrtJw 
On human ills a visionary woe ? 
Let narrow prudence boast its groveling art, 
To chill the generous sympathies of heart, 
Teach to subdue each thougl^t sublimely wild, 
And crush, like herod, &ncy's newborn child ; 
The cultured mind, which active sense inspires, 
For nobler flights shall trim its slumbering fires, 
From airy dreams, tho weaved in fiction's loom, 
Point virtue's triumph o'er the closing tomb, 
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For happier climes its destined glory plan, 
And lend immortal life to mortal man. 

Come then, sweet Friendship, who in harvard's 
bowers 
With calm enjoyment winged my yonthfiil hours. 
Whose cheering power consoles the djdng slave, 
Recals the sleeping Lazarus from his grave. 
In soothest sorcery hinds th^ maniac's cell, 
And lulls to peace the monster hags of hell ; 
Come, and with solitude's serene employ 
Chase every care, and ripen every joy, 
Till this distracted heart forget to weep. 
Locked in the grave's inviolable sleep* 



END OF THE FIRST PART. 
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PART SECOND. 



T Tien the charm, by fate prepared^ 
Difiaseth its eachantment ; fiuicy dreams. 
Rapt into hig^ discourse with prophets old> 
And wandering through Elysium, fancy dreams 
Of sacred fountsuns, of o'ershadowing groves. 
Whose walks with godlike harmony resound ; 
Fountains, which Homer visits, h^y groves. 
Where Milton dwells. The intellectual power 
On the mind's throne suspends his graver cares. 
And smiles ; the passions to divine repose 
Persuaded yield, and love and joy alone 
Are waking ; love and joy, such as await 
An angel's meditation. O ! attend. 
Whoe'er thou art, whom these delights can touch. 
Whom nature's aspect, nature's simple garb. 
Can thus conunand : O 2 listen to my song. 
And I wiU guide thee to her blissiiil walks. 
And teach thy Solitude her voice to hear. 
And point her gracious features to thy view. * 

PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. 

ON THE MIND. 
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1 £ fond companions of my early years, 
Whose converse cherished many an hour of blisS} 

Whom yet the tie of mutual love endears, 
Receive this offering with a welcome kiss. 

Warm from the minstrel's heart the tribute springSy 
Pure, as the breath of eve j in truth it flows 

To yield some solace to your kindred woes ; 
Well may I know the pangs despondence brings : 

O ! be Ae generous care forever mine, 
To steal the tear from pity's shivering cheek ; 

The tear of love with eloquence can speak, 
And friendship's hand the wreath of peace entwine ; 

And I were blest, should your approving smile 
Greet my young stranger, and his fears beguile. 



ANALYSIS OF THE SECOND PART. 



THE poem opens with an invocation to the spirits of the lighter 
Gothic mythology— Hie grandeur of Greece and Rome resulted from the 
incessant study and philosophic lives of their heroes and sages— >Hence 
also the perfection of the arts and sciences— Tike bold developement of 
the mind in Seclusion contrasted with its languor in society—Hence the 
necessity of retirement to the artist> the poet> and the philosopher— The 
influence of Seclusion in strengthening the mind in adversity^ in awak- 
ening independence of character^ and fostering the love of freedom— The 
influence of local scenery, in exciting corresponding sentiments and be- 
lief, leads next to the mention of superstition ; the doctrine of its origin 
illustrated in the sublime imagery of the Highlands, and the beautiful {»/• 
blings of the Lowlands,' of Scotland— Hence also the fondness of devo- 
tees to retirement— Digression on the evils of monastic life, and retigioos 
frenzy— The influence of local scenery in awakening the poetic powers; 
and the Celtic bards celebrated— Some reflections on the comparative 
pleasures of a splendid and rural life, with a description of the native 
of the Alps- The dangers of Solitude to persons of hypochondriac con- 
stitutions and of predisposition to religious melancholy— The folly of useless 
repinings against our fate— A tale introduced, illustrative of the Influence (^ 
Solitude in sorrow and madness— The choice of the Author follows, and the 
poem concludes with an address to Poetry. 
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Aerial elves, who fondly holering round, 

On silver sandals print historic ground. 

Who oil with witching music charmed his ears^ 

Danced in his smiles, and amhushed in his tears, 

As grief or joy their tints alternate spred, 

In floating visions round your nARwiN*s head : (1) 

AIrial elves, at oberon's golden lance, 

Who form in mystic rings the fairy dance. 

Or, carred on meteors, thro the mazy night 

In frolic circles wheel your amorous flight, 

0*er the soft lips of artless beauty creep, 

And paint strange fencies on the lover's sleep ; 
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Wind sweet your bugle horns, and swiftly call 
Memory*s wild spirits from the wizard's hall, 
Bid them the scenes of ancient worth restore, 
Chant glory's deathless deeds in epic lore, 
With sportive fingers trill the harp of time. 
And wake reflection by their powers sublime, 
Till raptured wisdom hear the sacred lay. 
And own meek solitude's impressive sway. 

LO) at the word the shades of genius leap, 
Touched by enchantment, from oblivion's sleep, 
Burst the dark clouds round memory's empire rolled 
And fling on fancy's sight her floods of gold : 
Again the scenes of elder time revive, 
The statue weeps, the picture starts alive ; 
Agsdn proud Athens from her cumbrous tomb 
In awful grandeur renovates her bloom, 
And Rome's bright graces blaze, as when of yore 
Her conquering eagles perched on every >^hore. 
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Immortal climes ! where classic learning taught 
In domes, that reasoned, and in groves, that thought ; (2) 
Where plato's pure, informing spirit lit 
Transcendant lore and philosophic wit ; 
Where tully's soul, illumed with light intense, 
Shot streams of fire, and cleansed the moral sense ; 
Whence sprung the virtues, whose exalted sway 
Shed quenchless glory o'er your ancient day ? 
Whence rose the arts, whose plastic touch beneath 
The canvass wakens, and the marbles breathe ? 
Whence rose the strains, which sweep the frantic lyre 
With nature's pathos, and vnth freedom's fire. 
Or on the tyrant's ears in music roll. 
To change the purpose of his gloomy soul ? 

For these the sage consumed his midnight oil, 
And patient study nurtured ceaseless toil ; 
For these ambition fled the social door, 
To muse with truth on history's treasured lore, 
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And there in shades of deep retirement caught 
The bold concepdon) and the embodied thought. 

But when oppression reared her sanguine form^ 
And yoked her chariot to the gathering storm^ 
When murderous riot seized her bloody robe. 
Or guilt and slaughter ruled the trembling globe ; 
Quick at the call in learning's sacred groves 
The classic heroes left their peaceful loves^ 
With dauntless prowess bared their panting breast^ 
While ripening thunders slumbered on their crestf 
And claimed the martial wreath, to science due, 
' Whose polish smooths the mind, and strengthens too. 

Ye hallowed seats, where oft in elder time 
Retiring science poured her strains sublime. 
Still shall the classic genius, wandering near, 
Drop o'er your sad remains the grateful tear : 
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Still pqr religious rites, as holy grouiid, 
Where learning breadies laysterioas virtue rofimd. 
Soft float, ye gales, the Yocal groves along, 
Where lingers yet the pture, socbatic aong^ 
Mid circling planes, erewhile with music fraught, . 
When Athens acted, ndiat her sages taught : 
Soft float, ye gales, where thro Lj^ceum^s shade 
With tuneful murmurs charmed Ilyssus strayedf 
When the bold staoirits, by lore refined, 
To moral grandeur raised the daring mind : 
Soft float, ye gales, around his ruined home. 
Where tvllt^s spirit loves at eve to roam* 
Or pause irith studious look, adown the stream 
As pallid moonlight steals with flickering beam; 
For there instruction blest ambitious youth, 
And freedom breathed the flame of Testal truch. 

And hence your mapc powers, Auaivalled wive, 
To rouae invention, and maturt design ; 

Q 
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Far from the world your votive offspring stray^ 
And shun the bui^ hum of vulgar day. 
In lonely haunts with rural fancy dwell, 
Or muse the lettered- hymn in wisdom's cell. 
Let wealth and prudence lead their sparkling train 
Thro empty show ^d mercenary gain ; 
For nobler ends shall destined genius rise. 
Wing all its strength^ and emulate the skies ; 
For daring themes the mystic strains assume^ 
Conceived in silence, and inwrought ip glpom^ 

Time was, when these with mighty spells could bind 
Its lawless rage, and tame the barbarous mind : 
In classic bowers the moral precept grew, 
Kingdoms obeyed, and tyrants owned it true ; 
Fixed, fis responses pealed from Delphi's fency 
Rolled thro admiring crowds the lofty strain ; 
Now from the forum burst a world to save, 
Toned td th^ f(M roac o£ the thundering wuve ; 
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fl^ow, veiled in scenic charms, th$^ passions led ^ 
Now hymned the psans o'er the patriot dead ; 
Andy as by tarns the varying humor rose, 
In joys exalted, or in horrors frozen 
Yet still supreme majestic genius swayed, 
Pregnant with life, tho nourished in the shades 
And where he reigned, beyond the world's control' 
One centred motion shook the bounding souL 

Thus when the host of warlike nic^as bled, (3) 
And SYRACUSE entombed the Grecian dead. 
What time her chiefs in victory's proud command 
With lawless outrage mocked the vanquished band. 
To quarried eeUs coasted a hopeless few, 
Whom glutted vengeance saved from murder's crew ^ 
Lo \ on their ears as tones of tragic woe 
From attic lips in mournful pathos flow, 
Forgot their ire^by fiction's gifts subdued, 
They weep, they melt, in pity's tenderest moodf 
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GLrant the rich bopn to fancy's peerless tniny 
Which valor asked, which justice claimed in yain^ 
The destined ^ves to freedom's joys restore^ 
And waft the captives to their native shore^ 

So oft traditionary taka rehearaa 
The wonderous powers of music and of verse ;; 
How LiKus sungf how oephkus' magic lyre ^ 

Moved the live rocks, and quelled the tiger's ire ; 
How Runic -bards pr(4>he^ ills foretold) 
And chanted witchery hrooght the age of gold.. 

But hence such dreamt ; trutibi'a&idifiil page ahaHftiy 
Of themes more gknriousy.tfaaB the wizard's: 8peU<^ < 
Shall tell of powerS) whklk anisial^ the great , 
To brave the terrors of impei^ingL ftite^ • : ? 

With love and nature charm in sAPpna's lays^ 
In HOMER thunder, and ia buijiae blaBe» 
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t/nawed in brutus seek the hero's &te, 
Or calmly perish at the Grecian strait ! (4) 

Span, if thou, durst, the mighty march of mind, 
its views' how vast^ its projects unconfined t 
Then trace the source, whence mental grandeur rose, 
Its orbit measure, and its height disclose. 
No- flowery paths, to Win aspiring youth, 
Marked the bold route to scientific truth ; 
Slow moved inventkm many a tardy year. 
Toil led the van, and patience closed the rear 1- 

Since first the tii^ight gleamed on eastern plains. 
Where studioCis magi taught admiring swains, 
What darkling length of ages rolled away, 
Ere modem g^us fit the perfect day, 
Traced the fleet planets <m their march profound. 
Their laws imfi>lded, and their wanderings bound 1 
G 2 
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But once achieyedi Ao faithless ta its trast^ 
The lettered xnarble crumble inth the dust, 
Tho Vandal rage the breathing arts efface, 
And kings and eminres shudber in disgrace, 
The brilliant enterprise i^ thought shall claim 
Thro every age imperishaUe &me. 

Then, if thy soul this, groreUng scene transcMidst * 
And pants for truths, immortal science lends, 
If, -winged by Bmcy to the ebb of days, 
Thy rapt ambition asks her noblest praise } 
Give to her sacred shrine perennial rites. 
Youth's vigorous days, and manhood's studious night» ^ 
Turn every page with anxious vigils o'er, 
Pro^se of thought, and prodigal of lore ; 
Nor let the world with strong temptation rife,. 
Steal thy bright hours from sditary life. 
Nor pause) till learning ail her gates unfold, 
Her altars plun4er^, and her mysteries told, 



SOLITUDE. 79r 

Till deep inlnreathinga all thy soul inspire ^ 

With classic yirtue> and poetic fire« 
SO} as the ancient seer firom pisgas's height 
Saw burst the promised lan^ in cloudless sight,. 
Thy raptured glance sfaaU seixe the peering ray^ 
Which ushers in the mom of glory's day^ 
That day, when genius, all his foes o'erthrown^ 
Shall rule, like jove, unrivalled and alone. 
Like shadowed time, shall boast no local claimr 
Impart all wisdom, and embalm all &mer 

But most SECLUSION boasts her stn»ig control 
To rouse the energies, which brace the soul. 
For centred action nerve the lofty sense, 
Inform its courage, and its fires condense I 
As from the living pencil's plastic trace 
Soft beauty swells, and breathes impassioned grace,. 
When mellowed tints wkh deepening shades unite. 
And Clouds of darkness mist the blaze of light ;: 
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So from the mii^ expression's flashes start 
With coloring warmth beyond the reach of art. 
When &ncy lifts the veil from memory's eye. 
And deep reflection sheds her sombrous dye : 
Triumphant virtue scorns the frowns of fate. 
Firm, tho oppressed ; tho sad, severely great. 

So scotia's queen, while yet withmatchless gra€e(5) 
Love's glowuig lus^s lit her youthful face, 
Condemned to pace the sepulchre of joy 
By rival pride, which conquered to destroy, 
Would oft in memory longlost scenes renew, 
More dark by contrast pictured to- her view. 
And bless confinement, since its rigors gave 
Strength to endure, and fortitude to brave. 

Yea more, when glory's sun, distained with blood, 
Hangs thro the mists, which veil the eternal floods 
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When victory's sons the post of danger meet. 

And death and havoc crowd the fierce defeat) 

Shall bound the soul with lifers proportioned fire^ 

Its sufferings vanqidsh> and its hopes inspirei 

E'en in the chills of death, the dungeon's gloomy 

Support its giandeur) and its strength resume* . . . v 

Exalted triumph, on &med abbam^s plain 

Too dtariy purchMed by movtgombrx slain t (6) 

What tho fiaw yeanfr hi» kunlledbnnrt uAun^l 

Thoee years wer^ glorjr V cleaiv uanilEed mart^i 

In him kind hsfkrea its richest graces wrought 

The soul of ]^7, and. die Uaaee of dioug^ ; 

Gave to his patriot seal xa war's idanas ^ . 

The adventfMPOiis fidUy the neUest bcwst of arnis^^ 

In freedom's cause tc^ yield his latest breathy 

And bless kis country in the hour of death* 

How sleep tiie brave, who: gently sink ta rest^ (H 
Mourned by the virtuous, by their country blest I - 
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Theirs is the sweet reward of praise sincefCf 
The kind remembrance, and the grateful tear ; 
For them shall nations rear the storied bust^ 
In holiest reverence sacred to their dust : 
Nor less the tribute due the generous band) 
Who chase the fiends of want from every landr 
With ready kindness aid the prisoner's cause. 
Melt the harsh soul, and hush the murderous laws, 
Mid death and peril urge their bold designs. 
And flash hope's lightning thro the midnight mines** 
Tho here awhile, detained in sad employ, 
They sow in tears, yet shall they reap in joy y- 
For them shall vills^e nymphs at sober eve 
Of fragrant flowerets many a garland vr eave ; 
The listening orphan pause from infant i^ays 
To hear their deeds rehearsed in funeral lays. 
Glow at the sound, and half a hero made. 
With pdous lispings hymn the sainted shade. 
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Such thro the prison's dank^ unwholesome night. 
Where clanking chains th^ sullen spirit fright^ 
What time the captive cast his hungry eyes 
In fretful question of the dubious skies, 
Immortal h.oward bends his heavenly way, (8) 
To wake the fettered slumberer into day 5 
In vain lean fever's shivering wails appal, 
Slime moulds the vault, and sickness lines the wall, 
Intent on deeds divine the martyr flies, 
Where the plagued million every moment dies,- 
Wrings from oppressive power unwilling aid, 
And claims the debt to mercy yet unpaid, 
With l^ealth and friendship cheers the drear abode, 
And moves an angel of the pitying god. 

Can the dark dungeon e'er those soids confine, (9) 
Who draw rich transport from invention's mine I 
Who firm in virtue perils joy to share. 
And gsdn fresh ardor from increased despair ? 
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Theirs is the lights whose brilliant tints impart . 
Life to the mind, and vigor to the heart. 
With ceaseless lustre print the gloomy cdlsy 
Where, leagued with hate, cadaverous slavery dwells. 
And beam inflection's pure, expansive day, 
Unquenched by age, uninjured by decay. 

Turn ymir sad glance to abbatb's living tomlii 
Where scarce the dayspring streaks theswarthy gkxMif 
But denial's cold dews the ghastly cheek o'erspready 
And coils the lank worm hideous round the dead { 
No tones of love Hie drowsy silence dieer. 
No V€kc^ of friendriiip ^es the prisoner's tear ; 
Unholy groans the shranfeing soid appal, 
And horror's wild throes agonize the wall ; 
Ot atrain*d to fnadnessy^nisery shfieks lier rave, 
To ciurae the murderers of the faopdess hmve. 
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Doomed there ta llii|rilli bj the fiends of {)owei^ 
And waste in cold t M tifkj i ti» Kilgermg honf^ 
While patriot asrdcMr fir^ her throbbhig breast 
To free the slave^ and renovate the oppresl^ 
What buoyed RoiANn^ when o'er the opeiAigddy (Id) 
Stem desolation swept with sanguine swa^j 
When on her ears oppression's mandate feU> 
That chamed the msrtyr to the fatefiil cell ? 
What, but th«t poWer, who6t intellectual light 
Rays heayeffs dlUg^etic^ thl^ the desd of MghC) 
With consdous vhtue e«hn* the dying; sMv^ 
Glows mid des^r^ «nd poifits beyond the gtttte$ 
To memc»7*s shaded imparts a liffeMiig dye^ 
More Mtj Hoik ttrilight prints oH Hesperus ey^ 
And, tho rode horror every ^ene deSmm, 
Walks the ficfte iThifltHndi and enjoys the At6rtAf 

So injured raleigH, (mentis sad retmti !) ( 11) 
Gmdc^faned tiira many n fingtrteg fear to niotinii 
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Hid in the tower's dull glooM Ipttfrant pride. 
Each solace rifled, and each mA denied, 
Still scorned the varied ills his spirit bore, 
Still thro each scene the smile of courage wore, 
That tranquil smile, unruffled, unsubdued. 
Which conscious greatness lends to solitude. 

In vain shall t^rrants leagued in arms oppose 
The generous virtue, which from freedom flows ; 
Vain fix>wns the priscm's ignominious gloom> 
The rack of torture, or the scaffold's doom ; 
The fearless soul, in blest retirement nursed. 
Still lightens vengeance oh the wretch accursed ; 
StiU bids her thunders round his slumbers roll 
With powers more &tal to convulse the soul. 
Than o'er the Greeks a dulnous terror spred, 
When qmveiing flames enwrapt hep sweating head, 
As stmck with life the fierce palladium stood^ (12) 
Clash^ her huge shieldiand bathed her lance in Uoodj 
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"With staitling horrors from the marble broke, 
^nd, strange to tell, in mortal accents spoke ! 

For this life's priceless forfeit sibnet paid^ 
And daring corde bared her righteous blade ;tl3) 
On Bunker's heights undaunted warrev bled, 
And exiled cato fearless sought the dead. 

Dark was that hour, when through affrighted gaul 
Retreating Science saw her children fall, 
Youth, beauty, goiius, wit, unnoticed bleed. 
And hideous slaughter urge < the nameless deed' ! 
Oft the blithe peasant, as with placid mood 
He piped his strains near Loire's meandering flood) 
Saw, shuddering saw, the frequent corse float by. 
Nor dared complain, nor tent his bursting sigh ; 
Saw, linked in union, float the wedded psdr> 
Lovely in death, and &ithful in despair, 
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While seemed the hurrying blast mth kmdred tones 

To swell by fits in shrieks^ or die in moans I 

Most dark that hour, when o'er the loitering seine (14) 

Stem murder sat in hellish gloom serene^ 

While stalked fierce massacre from street to stre^ 

Tracing in sanguine print her bloated feet, 

Till all her furies roused their vengeance hurled> 

And crushed at once the genius of the world I 

•^£*en yet in mourning learning hangs her head). 

And seeks with pilgrim steps her classic dead) 

Unsettled glooms her wasted altars veily 

And screams of horror rend the passing gale : 

But chase these tears, nor urge these deep compliuntSi 

Returning order hails the martyred saints ; 

YeS| deathless shades, your hallowed worth repairs 

A life of misery, and an age of cares ; 

For you shall £sLme her lichest chaplet twineti, 

And glory's halo wreathe a blaze divine, 
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While distant worlds confess with voice combined 
Seclusion's power to nerve the generous xnind. 

As feels the soul its loMer passions rise^ 
Nursed '^ in the tranquil shades, the generous skies; 
So fancy wakes, by lonely scenes imprest, 
Her wiW creations, when the real rest; 
Then all her silver tribes, that lightly sport 
Round gay iDusion's legendary court, 
In fiction's dress expand their silken charms, 
And bind o'er rea^n's couch perturbed alarms. 

Hence superstition owns her guiding power. 
When silence pauses on the evening hour ; 
Pants but a breeze along the twilight heath. 
Some viewless spirit whispers words of death ; 
Hums the hoarse beetle, strangest notes of woe 
From sury harps in mournful music flow ; 
H 2 
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Flings I)like4eep fi^rove iu murmior o'^r tiie strcap^ 
Fays wildly fluftter in tiit moooHgbt fleam s 
* Strange things have happened/ as the village read^ 
Where yon scathed cypress guavds the him^kr di9sd ; 
Li^t spectres there at midnight Ibfm their rii^ 
Dance o^er the graTesi and holknv dirges skig i 
Or from the minster^ spine the curfew's hsell 
Tolls for the wandering nighthi^s, loosed front hell t 

Deep felt and awM are the wilder news 
Majestic horrors thro the soul transfuse t s 

The Gothic ruin, stained by impious rite ; 
The sullen forest, wrapt in pathless night ^ 
Stupendous heights, whose towering shoulders bear 
The ponderous heavens, and weigh them in the air ;; 
The gathering torrents, down the vales which sweeps 
Or course impetuous o*er the eternal steep ; 
All, touched by fency^s living virtue, roll 
Terrific visions thro the startled soul, 



Wake.fiv)]!^ Ua d$ep the spectre's troubled ratet 
Hear4 mad the wludwjn4i shrieked i^aDg^.the wave^ 
Or mould gigantic formS) whose powers unseen 
With mfi^ vg^fe^era criamA tiie fearSol acieAe. 

S^ cherished jitUl beyond the &rth^ ivj^^^ <if ) 
Linger 4iie awM forays of Celtic cf;««^ 
Unbodied fiN1»% u^ essence pure who ;&oat 
On the wild blasts and guide its fit&il note ^ 
Roll t^ gray susts along the lonely gra-ve^ (16) 
Where dwell ui^sung ^ spirits ^tl^e brave ; 
Sigh thro Uie harp with many an accent shiilly^ 
And dart loose mete(»'s on the misty hill ; 
Or, when red clouds the etherial vault defonn> 
Launch the fierce flash, and sco<^ the vollied stormy 
Shake from their flaming locks the dewy ves^ 
And scatter terror round the guilty breast. 
There too in grisly state the kelpie sits, (17) 
Drinks the wrecked seaman's cries, and laughs by fits ; 
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Or, while the tempest scours the troubled deep. 
Hung o*er some whirlpool, rocks himself to sleep. 

Well smts such dread belief the kindred clime> 
Vast and abrupt, stupendous and sublime ; 
HerC) cayerned crags with ponderous horror bend ; 
There, dismal heaths their barren lengths extend ; 
Wild echoes scream, impetuous torrents roar, 
And mists and glooms obscure the frithy shore. 
Unholy haunts I where, clothed in murky frowns^ 
The sullen year its lurid season crowns. 
And scarce the sunlight, shorn of many a ray, 
Looks thro the ha2:e a dun, disastrous day* 

Hence oft the Thane from Bendoran's huge brow ( 1 8) 
With dizzy wonder marks the world below, 
Sees thro mishapi|>en fogs the weird train 
Sail o'er the clouds in lightning and in rain^ 
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And> whik his zeal the awful scene sublimes^ 
Portends impending woes and fimeral times. 

But where the classic ayr, the liicid clyi>]& 
Wind thro the sloping vules their murmuring tidfi)» 
True to the site, a gentler genius reigns^ ( 19) 
The elfin empress of Uie pastrnid plains. 
Here Gothic sprites, on pensive errands seeni 
Disturb the ghostly hours of halloveev ; (30) 
Or, leagued with vitchcrafty strangest &alis pedonDt* 
Wilder the trayeller's path, and brew the storm ; 
Lead the wild corpse light round the omened grave, (3 1 ) 
Dance in the bo^y or whistle on the wayie*; 
Or, bent on mischief, round some jhUow creq), 
To ride theur mghtmsre ibxo the virgin's s]ec^» 
There too disport, for gambols icMy dight. 
The silver legicms of Arabia's sprite : 
Winds her blithe. bom, and, lo, the busy troop* 
Trail in Ugbt meteors msoiy a fierjr whoop ^ 
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On posting glow worms wing some soft desifc^ 
And breathe from ruby lips innocuous fire ; 
With mellow warbles charm the curious ears, 
Or weave of moonlight hues pellucid tears : 
Strikes her fine wand, and, clad in tunics blue, 
Her armoured warriors pass their bright review, 
Attendant graces, veiled in gauzy snow. 
With tiptoe kiss salute them row by row ; 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, laugh with centred mirth, 
For fiury spells pervade, heaven, ocean, earth I 

Delicious visions ! oft in days of old 
To valiant knights, and courtly damsels told ; 
In holy credence round the poet's eyes 
Ye swim in fancy's gay, translucent guise ; 
Ye raised his strains, and while your forms divine 
Shot thro his soul, and lit his breathing line, 
His magic genius caught the dazzling view, 
And deeply painted, what he felt was true. 
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Nor rashly cherished deem the vulgar thought 
^rom local glooms, and native scenery caught : 
Oft shall the hymn, to fancied sprites addrest, 
Wake gentler virtues in the barbarous breast. 
Oft lend to truth the passions' subtler aid, 
Arrest the fell design, the murderous blade : 
The untutored soul thro all its senses feels. 
Acts, what they urge, and, what they teach, reveals. 

Hence too devotion e*er with fondest lov« 
Sought the deep glen, and lingered in the grove i 
There mid the sylvan shades her temples reared^ 
By silence hallowed, and by glooms endeared ; 
For there her guardian gods in mystic lays 
Unfolded heavenly truths to mortal gaze. 

So NUMA loved the consecrated grots, (22) 
Where holy sybils wove their fatal knots ; 
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Drew deep bistructiod from their shadow^ P&S^ 
To govern realms, and form the rising age. 

So mid the cares of moha's rifted heights 
The darkbrowed druid speHed his troubled rites, (23) 
With strange prc^heUc skill the fates explored, 
And trembling uttered, what the spirit {Kiured i 
Or hymned his i^Id song round the mmttering; CCMSV 
To lure deep madness from the screamful ghost 

Sweet, sts the gentlest deW^ of hea^^eh distil, 
Religion's Actitte^ Aieet the chastened will ; 
Her zeal m6st proftipt the moral powers to raSsei 
By prayer exalt thi^m, and refine by praise I 
But when the soul, to jMOiis musings gitefti 
Marks in prophetic dreams the hand of heaven, 
When wrapt deyotion feels a saicred spring 
Her flights ennoble, and he^ JBmcks uria^ 
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If oft indulged) where local glooms conspire, 
Disordered passions sting with fierce desire. 
Wild frenzies seize, tumultuous transports roU, 
And holy madness rules the unsettled soul* 

Ye hallowed domes, thro many a darkling nu^e 
The ^ad retreats of learning in disgrace, 
Tet doomed to hear the bigot^s reverend cree4 
By sainted errors urge some impious deed, 
Who bade your drear and funeral spires invade 
The mountain solitudes, and cypress shade ? 
Who bade ascetic vows your votaries keep, 
And penant service haunt the hours of sleep ? 
The virgin's bloom in vaults tmheeded pine. 
When heaven and earth pronounced her charms divine ? 
Bure the same power, by musefiil fancy fed, 
Which thro the desert wilds st. Francis led ; (^4) 
By passion's ties round lovelier armelle twined, (25) 
And touched thro sense the young enthusiast's mind ; 
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With zeal^s warm life ecstatic visions drew, 
Poured inspiration on the bramin's view ; 
Led HINDOO'S damsel to the funeral pile (26) 
A willing mtim of religious guile ; 
With awful rage the Delphic pythia fired, 
Spoke in her strains, and all her rites inspired. 

Cursedwas thathour, when firstthepassionsbrewed(27 
Their cowled fiend, monastic solitude ! 
Thence rose the hags, whose persecuting breath 
Consigned whole millions to the tortuiing death, 
On holy pretexts bared the murderer's blade, 
Slaughtered withcHARLEs, with INN ocEKTbetrayed: (28 
Thence rose the lusts, which, hot from convent rage. 
With nameless crimes polluted many an age, 
And, still to nature true, with meek pretence 
Absolved the pious frauds of glutted sense. 
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Say, at the hour when night her sabbath keeps. 
And scarce a whisper o'er the greensward creeps, 
Why pensive Thomson wooed the willing muse, (29) 
Who round his lays her rich profusion strews ? 
Why solemn young thro shattered aisles would stray, 
And wear in moral thought his life away ? 
Grief haunts the shade, and active wisdom pours 
Her pui'est streams, when silence rules the hours* 

So GIBBON loved, retired from censure's ken, (30) 
To muse with wisdom on the deeds of men ! 
Mid pensile shades, whence broad geneva glides 
Mild, as the zephyr sleeping on his tides> 
Oft would the studious sage delighted pore 
On themes of Attic wit, or Roman lore ? 
For there reflection every image caught. 
Gave force to truth, and eloquence to thought. 
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And hence the channs poetic genius gleiuis 
From grandeur's hold, or heauty's polished scenes ; 
His eye can trace creation's heauties o'er, 
Illume the dark, the &ded hues restore ; 
Art, science, nature, aid hia swift career, 
The torrents lift him, and the tempests cheei^ 
True to his natal clime, refined or rude, 
His varying numbers seize the varying mood, 
Imbued vrith vivid life his paintings start. 
Strong, daiing, rich, and fasten on the heart. 

All powerful Muse 1 in ossxav's darlhig sttaitt 
How swell thy notes by turns with joy and piim ; 
Now, clothed iA night, death's inexpressive form 
Howls in the blast, and thimders in the stortn ; 
Now slow and wan in melancholy lays 
Float the loose forms of memory's elder days : 
Sweet was his gentle harp, on Morven's height 
Were heard its moanings thro the misty night ! . 
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And are all fled^ the Celtic bards sublime^ 
Whose chanted music dwelt in other time ? 
Sunk in the valley's deep, oblivious shadey^ 
No customed honors to their relics paid I 
Yet shall their strains^ conceived in ancient lorcf 
By ^cy dierished, kindle every shore, 
Inspire those grand, ideal views,, which raise 
Deep inspiration and poetic praise, 
With holy workings -urge the daring soul^ 
In horrors freeze it, or in fren^es roll I 

So fiercely wild, and passionately great, 

The Northern warriors dwell in gloomy state : (31) 

High swells the harp, and crowds on crowds arise 

Heroes in battle famed, in council wise ; 

Thick roimd the bard the panting audience throng,> 

Loud pour his forceful strains in foneral song ; 

He sing^ the chiefs, whose daring valor bled 

ia victory's arms on mountains of the dead. 
i2 
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^ Spirits^ advmoe ; beyond the wealeni eaaia 

^ Ye hunt the deer^ and scour tibe weodf pfau&y 

^ In lofty halto the Blnoking feast consiimei 

^ Drink the fufl bowl, and puff the fotiTe fotne : 

** No more the shell awidKes at danger's call, 

*^ No more the warwhoop-soirnds the hero's '&II9 

^ At ease in airy groups ye wea^e the dance) 

^ Bathe the pure streams, or conch the glittering lance; 

" Spirits, advance ; lo, on the flying cloud 

*< Ye ride sublime, in awfol grandeur proud> 

** Smile, while the windharp flings its thrilling strain^ 

^ And point your s<ms to worlds beyond the main ! 

^ We come, we come, the welcome pipe prepare, 

^< Skulls of slain foes shall grace your halls of air." 

Fired at the sounds, the warriors dash their shield, 

And ask once more the perils of the field ; 

Brink pants the youth, the aged melt in tears. 

And motun their valor lost with perished years x 
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But softer songs succeed, the nilitttrtl hmir^f 
Lo¥e guides his hand, and passion spedcs her tvy#St 
He hymns the &ir, and still the stHun prolongs. 
Till bursts resistless praise from thousand tongues : 
Such bards, such chiefs, creatiye grandeur forms, 
Nursed in the wilds, and cradled in tiie stoHns, 
They drair from nature's i¥oi^s ins^^ring zeal, 
And souls of passion join to nerves of steel. 

Grandeur may dtozk with its transient glare 
The herd of f<^ly, and the tribe of care, 
Who sport and flutter thro their listless days, 
Like motes, that bask in summer's noontide blaze. 
With anxious steps round vacant splendor while, 
Live on a lock^ and banquet on a smile ; 
But the firm race, whose high endowments clum 
The laurel wreath, that decks the broW of &me ; 
Who bom, when passion kindled wild desire, 
Express with frenzy, and conceive with fire, 
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Or> wanned by sympathy's electric glowf 
In rapture tremble, and ^ssolve in woe, 
Blest in retxremsmt scorn the frowns of fater 
And feel a transport, power can ne'er create.^ 

So the gpreat chief, who led her patriot hostf 
When war's red millions throng^ Cdumbia's coasts 
Retired from state, like famed salona's sage. 
With rural pleasures cheered declining age. 
«—— While Charles's Minstrels raise their epic lay,{3! 
With wealth of fancy copious, as the day, 
To listening woiids proclaim his deeds sublimcr 
And give the hero's name to deathless time ;; 
Thou, fair fotomac, whose green banks beside^^ 
Rest the rich relics of our country's pride, 
Shalt often hear his hallowed requiem roily 
Breathed from impressive eloquence of soul,; 
Shalt often mark acound his sacred heap> 
The hoary pilgrim bendf and bend to weep» 
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And bless the veteran, as he lingers diere. 
Leant on his crutch to^mst his soul in prayer. 

What if the proud with high disdain deride 
The hamlet rude, the peasant's humbler pride ; 
More real grealness marks his honest mind, 
Tho low in manners, eaid in thoughts c<mfined> 
Whose opening soul to xnisery lends a sigh, 
And wipes the tear from cold misfortune's «ye, 
To friendless mmt teidfi a dheer re^ecl. 
And shields unlett^^ getdus from fieg^lect) 
Than all the miniom, Who on fortune Wait 
To feed the luxury of lazy sitaite* 

The arllesn Swiss each morn his tiHl renews, 
And gaily Whistles, as he ^kirns the dews. 
High mid the Alps his rustic carol swells. 
Heard mid the tinkHngs of the wild s^beep bells f 
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In rain around the darkling vapors roll, 
To quench his sweet tranquiUaly of soul ; 
O'er the cleft precipice when thunders sleep, 
And lightnings frolic with tremendous leap, 
Perched on the clouds, which round his cottage float* 
He tracks with daring steps the chamois-goat ; (33) 
Though hr above the Avalanche impend. 
And at his feet the cracking icerift bend. 
Unmoved he climbs along with heedless cheer,. 
In jokes more merry, than tlie muleteer ^ 
Sees unappalled the torrent's headlong way, 
And mocks the rainbow, arching o'er its spray : 
Or, when mild evening shades the blushing scene. 
With village dances charms the merry green. 
O'er his young offspring bends with silent care^ 
And cheers with tales of love his &vorite fair. 

Blest haunts of nature, where contentment's reign: 
Breathes smiling pleasures o'er the healthy plain,^ 
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May no rude rufiian e*er your peace annoy^ 
Or blight the blossoms of domestic joy. 

Yet nursed too long e*en solitupe may shed 
A sickly musings and distempered dread> 
On souls of softer mould with horrors prey^ 
And steep in blood the elements of day. 

Pass but yon cave, where dimly left behind 
Gleam the last ruins of the lofty mind : 
Lo, what strange looks of wild disorder press. 
What sullen jealousies, what fierce distress ! 
How blest, if madness ruled the troubled bndn^ 
Nor left one glimmering sense to feed its psun ! 
Here every hour with deadly phantoms teems* 
Ideal woes, and misbegotton dreams, 
While strong, as fate, the hydra evil swims 
With x>alsying horror thro the shivering limbs I 



168 POWER OP 

On the crushed soul Uoat h]rpodiOiidrift Bitt) 
Starts into rage, or broods in sull^ fitt) 
With shapeless monsters crowds the savage scene ; 
Hell Yomits flameS) and demcms fioat between. 

Nor happier they, whom moibid caret opfHPesa^ 
Whom pleasures court not, nor*affectk»i8 bleaa % 
Who look on nature's charms with loathsome eje^ 
Wrapt in the^spleen of black misanthropy. 
No health for them the fragrant breeze bestows^ 
No music warbles, and no rapture flows ; 
The breattiing scenes, by faney'a pencil caugbtf 
The muse*s grandeur, and the sage's thought, 
Impart no relish to their fretful sense, 
Where dark disorder grows with impotence i 

On human life what maladies attendt 
Crowd every waikt *<nd darkei^ to the ead I 
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Here Spain's famed monarch, humbled to the dust, (34) 
Pmes lone and friendless in austere st. just ; 
Religious fears life's sad remains consume. 
And monks and missals haste him to the tomb. 
There, where invention all his glory shed, 
Where learning triumphed o'er the lettered dead, 
Great haller kneels with superstitious glare, (35) 
And moody tasso parleys with the air. 

Kind be the heart to sufferings such, as these, 
Fixed by despair, and nourished by disease ; 
Let pitying love her sweetest braid inweave. 
And learn to pardon, where she scarce can grieve. 

But ye, whom gentler fates unite to please 
With wholesome friendship, and domestic ease, 
Why will ye scorn the profiered boon, and brood 
In pieevish gloom, and harsh solicitude ^ 
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Why will ye squander life's best years ai¥ay» 

To tender griefs a melancholy prey ? 

Why will ye seek the soothing shades, and there 

Mark but the demon of disturbed despair I 

What if your modest merit * blush unseen,' 

Like some wild flower neglected on the green ; 

If splendid fortune spurn your fond embrace, 

While fools and minions gain the pensioned place ; 

If smiling love disdain your youthful heart, 

Or flattered passion yield to treacherous art ; 

Arethe&e all painless ? solon's warning voice 

Shall point, how vsdn the Lydian monarch's choice ; 

The curse of &me deserted lug an prove. 

And GREY bewail the hour, that crowned her love. (36) 

Then from your lips let cheer&il hymns aacendy 
And hope and joy harmonious p»ans Uend ; 
Leave the dark frown, the minster's sullen pride, 
For monks to canonize, and saints divide ; 
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Such ghostljT forms beseem the pious race^ 
Who dream o'er rubrics, and believe it grace^ 
But shall young genius, buried from the day, 
In low repinings murmur life away ? 
Shall slavish fondness curb the generous thought ? 
Or envy triumph in the death she wrought I 
Shame to the eowari heart, nor more invade 
MT'ith weak complaints the literary shade i 
The charms of love, the smiles of joy are there. 
Tears for distress, and kindness for despair ; 
There nature's various works shall court the eyes, 
And liberal study form for bold emprize ; 
There sober reason muse on nobler themes. 
Than worldly grandeur, or monastic dreams. 

But can seclusion chase the demon's reign, 
When madness settles on the burning brain ? 
Say, can her art each subtler instinct guide. 
That buoys the will on frenzy's fevered tide ? 
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Thro the fine nerves each thnUing touch dispense, 
That links the motions of disordered sense ? 
Vain were the toil, she boasts no potent charm 
To cool distraction, or its rage disarm ; 
Still must the maniac sigh, by woe opprest. 
Till passion slumber in the grave's cold rest. 
Yet shall her power some secret peace impart, 
Some moral solace to the wildered heart. 
With tempered sweetness healing balm disclose, 
And soften grief, tho not restore repose. 

Once did an old mqnk tell his simple tale, 
As erst I wandered round chamouni's vale, (37) 
Thin, scattered locks with silver lustre played 
O'er his wan cheeks, and secret care betrayed ; 
In tender accents Bowed his honied speech, 
Alike the heart to mend, the mind to teach ; 
And, as he spoke of all his spirit felt, 
The griefs, that harrow, and the joys, that melt. 
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He seemed some asgel from the pitying iky, 
To link the hallowed trains <rf sympathy. 

< Such, stranger, was the scene mine eyes smreyed, 
^When first I sought cham ovni's cooling shade ; 
As now meek eyening o'er the landscape threw 
In fainting folds her rohe of twilight bhie ! 
JHigh round yon Glaciers clouds of vapor rolled, 
And tints of purple glowed with mingling gold ; 
Soft murmured arvx, for not a ruffling breeze 
Skimmed its smooth breast, or shook its pensile trees : 
The jocund shepherd penned his bleating fiock. 
And gay songs carolled from the mountain rock : 
All, all was peace, enchantment hovered round. 
And scarce a fbotflEtll pressed the sleeping ground. 

* Here as I paused the dying scene to sketch. 
Far where the <Um mist bounds thy vision's stretch, 
a 2 



114 POWER OF 

Beside yon limpid stream soft music stole^ 
Breathed in the nAct of k)ve> the tone of soul ; 
Strange was ^Uie note, and as mj steps drew near^ 
Its simple wafbffiigs swept my wistful ear; 
When lo> emerging from a chequered shade, 
The lovelier ministrel stood in ferm^isj^yed, ' 
The blush of youth her melting cheek o'drspred, 
Where tibe bright ivory Tied with liquid red ; % 

Clasped in gay folds around her polished waist, 
A white robe fluttering marked the limbs, it graced ; 
Adown her side a ribboned pipe declined. 
And loose her ringlets mantled on the wind. 
Sweet, pastoral beauty, unadorned by art, 
•Tis yours to charm the eye, to fix the heart. 
« Father," she cried, " thy feultering feet decline, 
^ Come, let me sdd thee with the strength of mine ; 
" Thy hoary locks the man of care bespeak, 
" And I will wipe the cold tear from thy cheek ; 
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^^ Low is my cot, and simply good my &rei 
«< But JULIO dwells with traaquil fondness there ; 
^ And he shall cheer thee with his song so sweet ; 
« Come> &ther, sojourn in our calm retreat." 

'^ Such winning kindness, such benign add^ress^ 
Might lure a ruffian's heart to tenderness : 
^ pure the tones, so warm the language glowed^ 
As from her trembfing lips this welcome flowed^ 
Saints might have paused from heavenly hymns to hear, 
And listening ai^els lent a raptured eair.. 

< My bending steps I urged, as led the guide, 
Whose soothing converse constant cheer supplied ; 
Her lively taste each blended beauty caught, 
And o'er the scene diffused her warmth of thought ; 
And not a flower in cultured grace expands, 
But gained fresh ripeness from her fostering hands. . 
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Deepfromtheboiomofa tdleatdeU 
Burst on my ttntltd soul the nural cell ; 
Yet ere cnchmtiaent loosed my first sui^Mrisey 
Where the charmed Edea met my raptured eycs^ 
She fled, and> pillowed in her lover's arms, 
With throbbing kisses Tciled her bfuslimg chan&% 
<< Come, JULIO, wekme to oor natiTe home 
^ Yoft aged hermit, doomed by grief to roam, 
*^ Thy love shall gire the weary pilgrim rest, 
^ And hire each sorrow horn his anxious breast, 
^ A^d I entraiKed wiU hymn the vocal lay, 
" To calm his spirit at the eve of day.'* 

* O I dear seglusiov, friend of nuptial joy, 
Thine are the sweets of love, that never cloy ; 
Vain is the midnight pomp, the masquerade, 
Where idiot grandeur flaunts in gay~ parade ; 
One moment here, by years of anguish gained, 
Outweighs more wealth, than ever miser feigned ; 



SOLITUDE. lir 

Here nature lives, in virtue's form confest, 
And wisdom triumphs in her offspring blest. 

* Forgive me, stranger, if ^th prattling care 
An old man linger on these visions fair ; 

Still glows the scene in nature's living prime, 
Its features strengthened with the lapse of time, 
And life must close, ere snatched from memory's eyci 
One colored beauty &de, one image die, 

* But why my thoughts on these fond pictures range ? 
What saddemng contrast marks the dreadful change ) 
Here, where I loved at closing day to trace 

The sunbeam dancing on the streamlet's face. 
While Clara's pipe, to rapture tuned no more { 
Swelled thro the vales, and woke th^ echoing shore, 
The owl's deep scream now frights the plaintive rookt 
And brooding silence guards th^ weedy brook. 
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* The mad enthusiast, trsmced in thought, will roai 
Round the dim precincts of her saddened home, 
For JULIO meets her in each opening flowei', 
Nursed by his hand, that scents the morning hour ; 
His plaintive voice is heard in every gale, 
Whose hollov^ murmurs sweep the twilight vale ; 
And then she tunes her pipe, and strangely pours 
Wild train of sorrow round the glimmering shores, 
Strsuns, such as seraphs wake from heavenly lyres 
To chant his requiem, when the saint expires. 

* But when the furies, waked from fitful sleep, 
From cloud to cloud in gathered lightnings leap, 
While sails on whirlwinds night's unholy form, 
His laugh the thunder, and his shriek the storm ; 
On some lone cliff, against whose shaggy rocks 
The raving billows beat with deafening shocks, 
She uts entranced, while horror's wrathful fire 
Whirls round her cheek, and spends its useless ire. 
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With muttered transpiMl clasps the forky dart, 
And wooes4ts flashes to her burning heart. 

< Yet oft in happier moments vnH she ^t, 
To charm my sorrows with her bursts of wit ; 
Dear is the stream> that skirts yon mountain's side 
To waft her flowery skiffs athwart its tide ; 
There, while her feet along the margin stray, 
And o*er the watery waste the blossoms play, 
^^ Queen Mab," she shouts, shall guide ye thro the grove 
** To wake with tales of joy my sleeping love." 

^ But thou shalt see the maniac, and declare 
The speechless agony of mad despair : 
Yes, thou shalt own seclusion's power to bless 
In the dark tumults of supreme distress.' 

With solemn pace the herpxit bent his way : 
Deep bowered in woods the rural cottage lay ; 
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One pebbly streamlet washed its cultured green^ 
Where many a shmb in rich undress wil seen ; 
£ve*s hBigmat breath diffused its sweetest zest ; 
The henmt called, and clara stood confest 
Her white robe floated on the buoyant sur, 
Aod one green ribbon knit her auburn hair ; 
Wreaths of rich flowers her pallid temples bound ; 
Her step was thoughtful, and her look profound. 
Soon her quick eyes athwart the stranger flew. 
He seemfed young julio, imaged to her view ; 
" Ah, do not weep, my love shall never fade :" 
She turned unthinking, and her sad pipe played. 

** My JULIO lies in yonder grave, 
Wild roses grace the turf so sweet, 

And weeping willows kiss the wave, 
That lightly trickles round his feet. 
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^ His gentle bosom knew no strife, 
For ]M|ce and love were cherished there. 

And calm, as summer, flowed lus life. 
His death has caused my heart's despcdr. 

^ Obi when shall I, my julio, rest 

Bende thyself in pure repose ? 
When fball the blossoms o'er my breast 

9kfiA their wh bahn at eva^ng's close* 

^ I hear tiiy pensive spirit call ; 

Soon, soon shall clara come away ; 
Haste, haste, the dews of darkness fiJl, 

And bear me to the reahns of day.'' 

She paused s and, bending o'er a rude urn, prayed, 
Shed bitter tears, and blest the parted shade ; 
The MONK embraced her to his aged breast, l^ 

rhen wayed adieu, and fled Us weeping guest 
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Hail, classic solitude, who lovest to dwell 
With dreaming memory in her haunted ^, 
To feme's ^MMdjMc^plc leadest the aspiring way, 
And pourest oa sleeping truth the blaze of day, 
Come, o'er thy votary's wayward fete preside, 
To guard his footsteps from the haunts of prick. 

Each gay pursuit, each dream of grandeur fled, 
Whose treacherous light ^vrith cheating hopes misled) 
fie mine, retired in some sequestered grot, 
* The world forgetting, by the world forgot,* 
Thro the sweet paths of ancient lore to rove, 
My study, nature, and my object, love ; 
To trace the secret cause, whose power connects 
Each moving impulse with evolved effects. 
Thro every form, which life or motion sways, 
To essence subtler, than the mental rays ; 
"By moral musmgs social feelings start. 
And mould to truth the sjrmpathies of heart ; 
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So may the cherub peace perchance return 

To smootteny passage through this drear sojourn. . 

O ! may ijflBfe ^ ^^ch pure milplptiruey 



gliaMTa 



BlesS) as it glidoirand sooth me in review. 
By calm research, where truth and sense preside, 
My wishes temper, and my actions guide ; 
O ! may each taste, that mellows or endears. 
Hold fond communion with my blameless years, 
Each liberal science lend its lucid aid 
To cheer the minstrel's philosophic shade. 
And friendship oft with willing feet repair 
To smile away the hours in welcome there. 

How happy he, whose generous leisure knows . 
In rural scenes its pleasures and repose ! 
Blest with alternate sway of pure employ. 
The studious reverie, the guileless joy, 
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Unmoved may he behold his hours decay, 
Nor urge their flagging speed, nor chide <lttay ; 
Calm in ambitaa% rich in various lore, * 
As fancy wills, may every age explore, 
With. PLATO muse the philosophic theme, 
With TULLY moralize, with sidney dream, 
Or charmed thro many a soothing page to roamy 
Make feeling, sympathy, and love, his home ; 
Him shall no dangers frighten or oppress, 
Above the frown of power and false caress ; 
Resigned, yet cheerful, active, yet serene, 
With silent dignity he quits the scene ; 
Hope gently slopes the way to life's release. 
His glory brightening, till it sets in peace. 

So in retirement may my years decline, 
Truth light the path, and studious taste refine ; 
INIay no wild passions e'er disturb my breast. 
But wisdom sanction, what the heart has blest ; 
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The smiles of love^ the peace of thought befiieiid» 
Cheer my Ak couch^ and brighten to my end ; 
And o'er the l|||^ spring's eatUest bloaaoms wave, 
When moonHght slumbers on my tranquil grave. 

And thoui £ur poest, whose visions wild 
My youth's fond sorrows brightened and beguiled. 
Thou, who delightest ^o roam, where t\rilight reigns 
In silent sadness o'er the glimmering plains. 
Along the moonwitched wave thy lyre to sweep, 
Calling light phantoms from the shadowy deep ; 
Or, rocked in storms, thy fearful hands to fling 
With hurried madness o'er the quivering string, 
The deepened notes of mystic sorcery swell. 
And wake strange concord from the demon's yell ; 
If e'er I marked thee, veiled in purple sheen, 
On clouds of lightning walk the breezy green, 
Arun's fair banks with sainted otway tread, (38) 
Or garland laurels round young collins' head. 



Kiss £rom his cheek the t^ of melting woei 

And fondly lull him cm thy neck of snow ; 

If e'er I maiked thee haunt the holy plaiU) 

Where he^ the woecrazed siuicidb^ is Isdn, . 

Hymning, " oh drop the briny tear with me, 

" My true love sleeps beside yon willow tree ;" (39) 

Attend indulgent to thy suppliant's prayer, 

And be his humble muse thy favoured care, 

Still let thy presence o'er his &te preside^ 

His sweetest solace, and his darling pride. 

O ! call thy minstrels from the rapturous shores, 

Whence silver streams enamoured arko pours, (40) 

Poized on his sapphire car, while Nereids lave 

His golden tresses in the sparkling wave. 

Lists native music, warbled o'er his tide 

In the full melody of lyric pride ; 

Bid them seclusion's wonderous powers rehearse. 

And strike the impetuous chords of lofly verse ; 



SOLITUDE. 129 

So memory's traiii shall burst their magic trance^ 
And fancy wake the spirits of romance^ 
Till in full strains to her the song aspire^ 
Queen of the thoughts^ and empress of the lyre. 
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NOTES 

ON THE FIRST PART. 



NOTE I. 
Senee o^er the efiotj where rest the storied deady &c, 

J. HE influence of association is thus finely depictured 

by Akenside. 
•< Such is the secret union, when we feel 
A song, a flower, a name, at once restore 
Those long connected scenes, where first they moved 
The attention ; backward thro her mazy walks 
Guiding the wanton fency to her scope, 
To temples, courts, or fields, with all the band 
Of painted ibrms, of passions and designs 
Attendant ; whence, if pleasing in itself. 
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The prospect from that sweet accession gains 
Redoubled influence o'er the listening mind." 

PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. 

NOTE II. 

The Granic hero panned to weep, and pray. 
When Alexander had crossed the Hellespont in 
his march into Asia, he paused at the tomb of Achil- 
les on the promontory of Sigeum, and after garland- 
ing his tomb with flowers, and paying divine honoiirs 
to his memory^ exclsdmed, that he considered Achil- 
les chiefly happy in having a friend, like P.atroclus» 
and a poet, like Homer. Atque iis tamen cum in St* 
geo ad Achillis tumulum adstitisset ; O ! fortunatCi 
inquit, adolescens, qui tux virtutis Homerum pr»co- 
nem inveneris I Et vere, nam nisi Xlias ilia extitis8et> 
idem tumulus, qui corpus ejus contexerat, nomen 
ejus obruisset. Cic. pro Archia poeta^—Plut. in Alex. 

r 
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NOTE III. 

Thro CORNEAN portals fiaas in bright review. 
The allusion here to the Comean gate^ and m a 
subsequent page to the Ivory gate, is explained in the 
following lines : * 

Sunt geminac somni ports ; quarum altera fertur 
Cornea, qui veris facilis datur exitus umbris : 
Altera candenti perfecta nitens elephanto ; 
Sed &lsa ad coelum mittunt insomnia manes. 

ANEID YI. 893. 

NOTE IV. 

J^o fine enchantments^ raised at wielandV call^ 
Omvene her shadowy train to fancy* s hall. 
Wieland, the darling of the German muse, by turns 
sweetf affecting, magnificent, sublime, commanding, 
terrible : the favorite of fancy, to whom she unveil- 
ed her most beautiful forms, drest in the voluptuous- 

M • 
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ness of the loves, and the transhicent snow of the 
graces. His works 

' ■ n ee Jovis ira, nee ignis, 
Nee poterit ferrum, n«c edax abolere vetustas. 

OVII>. METAM. 

NOTE V, 

AmbitioM stlla roaim a reatlcM gho§i, 

Afttr his abdication of the dictatorship Sylla retired 

to a solitary retreat at Puteoli, where he spent the re- 

mainder of his life in riot and debauchery. The m«st 

vile pimps, and low pn^gates were the companicms 

of his pleasures ; and it is observed of him, that like 

Marius, he endeavored to destroy the stings of con- 

*il!tence by continual intoxication. His excesses 

' brought on the most disgusting distempers, and l!e 

expired a dreadful instance of vice and villany. 

'■ " '. PLUT. IN STLLiB TITA. 

f • 
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NOTE VI. 

Like fair apega, ask a false embrace, 
' Apega was a beautiiul statue contrived by the ty- 
rant Nabis to punish those, who refused their wealth 
to his rapacity. In its bosom were concealed numer- 
ous daggers, which by secret springs, while it embrac- 
ed, stabbed the destined victim. 

NOTE VII. 

To sfiare the fieraon^ yet detest the deed, 
Licuit, semperque licebit 
Parcere personis, dicere de vitiis. hor. 

NOTE VIII. 
jisk not J m beauty* s firime why vAliere strove^ 
By fdoua vows to quench the throb qf love, 
Madame La Valiere, an unfortunate mistress of 
Louis XrV, retired to a convent of Carmelites ; that ,^ 
hit retreat (to use the words of Voltaire) for tender 
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minds, which are not subdued by profound sentiments 
and reflections. She thought that heart, which had 
been engaged to her lover, ought henceforth to be 
dedicated to heaven. 

TOLTAIRE's lewis XIV. 2 VOL. 

The following extract is from the brilliant pte of 
Miss Helen Maria Williams. " While I gazed at her 
(Mad. Valiere's) picture, I lamented that sensibility^ 
which led into the most fatal errors a mind^ that 
seems to have been formed for virtue, and which even 
in the bosom of pleasure bewailed its own weakness. 
How can one forbear regretting, that the capricious, in- 
constant monarch, to whom she gave her heart, should * 
have inspired a passion, of whicl^ he ^^ so unwor- 
thy : a passion which appears to have been wholly 
unmixed with interest, vanity, or ambition/' 

LETTERS FROM FRANCE. 
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•NOTE IX. 

Where the cold coffin guards its virgin's sleefly 
*— — " We begged to know the rules of the convent. 
A hollow voice answered, that the Carmelites rose at 
Jour in summer and five in winter ; that they slept in 
their cpfl&ns upon straw, and every morning dug a 
shovel full of earth for thieir graves ; that they walked 
to their devotional exercises upon their knees; that 
when any of their friends visited them, if they spoke, 
they were not suffered to be seen, or if they were seen, 
they were not suffered to speak : that with them, it 
was always a, fast, and they only tasted food twice a 
day." 

WILLIAMS* (HELEN) LETTERS FROM FRANCE. 

NOTE X. 

JElscy when bold freedom late in thvnder's voice 

Hurst their dim celisj and bade the dead rejoice^ 

At the late reduction of the French convents, a 
M 2 
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large proportion of the nuns entreated their libera- 
tors to allow them to pass the remnant of their 
days in those gloomy habitations of religion. The 
reader may find the facts related with many affect- 
ing incidents in Dr. Moore's Journal thro France^ 
I. 244. 

NOTE XL 

Yet loy what sadnesB wastes his shrivelled cheek ! 

This very affecting scene, which took place in 
the beginning of the reign of Louis XVI, is beau-, 
tifully narrated by the elegant Mercier. The whole 
is too long for insertion here ; but I cannot for- 
bear the two following extracts. 

** Dans leur nombre etoit un vicllard, qui depuis 
quarantc-scpt annecs gemissoit, detenu entre quatre 
epaisscs & froides muraillts. Durci par Tadversit^, 
qui fortifie riiomme, quand clle ne le tue pas, il 
avoit s\ipport6 Tcnnui & les horreurs de la captivity 
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avec une Constance m&le & courageuse. Les che- 
vaux blancs & rares avoient acquis presque la rigid* 
hh du fer, 8c son corps plong6 si long terns dans 
an cercueil de pierre, en avoit contract6> pour sdnsi 
dire^ la fermet6 compacte. 

** Accabl6 de douleur, il va trouver le minister, dont 
la compassion genereuse lui fit present d'une liber- 
tiby qui lui pese. II s'incline, & dit ; faites-moi re- 
conduire dans la prison, d'ou vous m'avez tir6. Qui 
peut survivre a ses parens, d ses amis, a une 
g6n6ration entiere ? Qui peut apprendre le trepas 
universel des siens sans desirer le tombeau? Tou- 
tes ces morts, qui pour les autres hommes, n'arriv- 
ent, qu*en detail et par gradation, m'ont frappe dans 
un meme instant. SIpere de la society, je vivois 
avcc moi-meme. Ici, je ne puis vivre ni avec moi, 
ni avec les hommes nouveaux, pour qui men de- 
sespoir n'est qu'un rcve. Ce n'est pas mourir, 
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qui est terrible, c'est mourir le denier. Tableau 
de PariS) torn III. 291. 

NOTE XIL 

So hafiless eloise, whose fiaswmed Un€0 
Breathe the pure senae^ that aofiena and rejme%. 
Eloisa^ the learned and unfortunate mistress of 
Abelard> was one of the most beautiful women of 
the twelfth century. She has been celebrated fix* 
her wit and accomplishments, and is still remem* 
bered with enthusiasm, on account of her unfortu- 
nate passion. After a series of misfortunes \ti which 
she was involved with Abelard, she retired to the 
convent of Argcntcul, and he to the monastery of 
St. Gildas. Here commenced their celebrated cor- 
respondence after years of separation ; a correspon- 
dence, which is tender and pathetic ; and exhibits 
sentiments of the purest devotion mingled with the . 
luxuriance of passion. 
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NOTE XIII. 

JDeafionding p;etrarch sought vauclusa's shade. 

In a delightful and romantic country \vas situat« 
ed the enchanting solitude of Vaucluse. The river 
Sorgia watered the valley, which embraced it, and 
the scenery around exhibited alternately the tranquil- 
lity of the vale of Temp^, and the sublime of the 
Appemnes. In this retreat did Petrarch spend twen- 
ty years of his life, in endeavouring to overcome 
his passion for the lovely Laura, and in musmg on 
the relics of classic learning. For this he quitted 
the seductive charms of society ; and in retirement 
he composed those works, which have conferred on 
him a deserved immortality. 

See the life of petrarch. 

« 

NOTE XIV. 

Seen U her form^ as when infiroud st. claire 
Jlie lovely danuel bltuhed divmely fair, 

, i 
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" Petrarch first beheld Laura, as she was going to 
the church of the monastery of St. Claire. She 
was dressed in green, and her gown was embroid- 
ered with violets. Her person, was delicate, her 
eyes tender and sparkling, and her eyebrows black 
as ebony. Golden locks waved over her shoulders 
whiter than snow, and the ringlets were woven with 
the fingers of love. Nothing was so soft ' as her 
looks, so modest as her carriage, so touching as the 
sound of her voice. An air of gaiety and teBder- 
ness breathed around her; but so pure and happUjr 
tempered, as to inspire every beholder with the sen- 
timents of virtue ; fbr -she was chaste, as the span- 
gled dewdrop on the thorn. Such was the descrip- 
tion given of thi« diTine woman by her enslaved 
lover.** 

XIXVSAMAV OK SOLXTUDX. 
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NOTE XV. 
More ftfeet, than ariel'^ straina enchanted stole, 
"This music crept by me upon the waters, 
** Allaying both their fury and my passion 
" With its sweet air. 

shakespere's tempest. 

, NOTE XVI. 

More tqfiy than memnonV harfi its rnimc fiiays^ 
TriUed by the gfiortrve touch of orient rays. 
The statue of Memnon in his temple at Thebes 
held a lyre in its hands, which is stated to have 
aduted the rising sun with cheerfid tones and the 
setting sun with melancholy ones. Darwin's bo- 
tanic GARDEN, note viii. in the additional notes. 

NOTE XVII. 

.Soy where gay hagley, dreat in aybuan firide, 
Hagtey Park was the seat of the Hon. Lord LXQJ**^ 



144 NOtES ON THE 

telton, whose elegy on the death of his ladyi reflects 
equal lustre on the merit of the wife, and the faith- 
ful sensibility of the husband. 

NOTE XVIII. 

So pUdntrve shaw in grief* 8 spontaneous strain. 
The tender monody and sweet address to the 
Nightingale by Shaw are masterpieces of their 
kind. It may with truth be asserted, that nothing 
in our language exceed their pathos and melancholy 
simplicity. There is a charm in the fbjilowmg 
stanza addressed to the nightingale, which it were 
useless to describe ; it speaks to the feelings in a 
language, which can never be mistaken. 
Say dost thou mourn diy ravished mate, 

That oft enamoured on thy strains hath hung ? 
Or has the cruel hand of fate 
Bereft thee of thy darling young ? 
Alas ! for both I weep : 
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In aU the pride of youthful charms^ 

A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms ! 

A lovely babe, that should have lived to bless, 

And fill my doting eyes with frequent tears. 
At once the source of rapture and distress, 

The flattering prop of my declining years ! 
Then oh'! our comforts be die same 

At evening's peaceful hour, 
To shun the noisy paths of wealth and &me, 

And breathe our sonxnfs in this lonely bovrer. 



KOTE XIX. 

And cut the knotf he never ctmld untie. 

lA allusion to the knot of Corpus. The oracles 

declar^, that the empire of Asia was destined for 

him, who untied it Alexander, in piM^sing Gor- 

diumt cut it with his sword in order to animate his 

H 
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soldiers ; and thus determined the fulfilment of the 
prophecy. gill. Greece iv. 275. 

NOTE XX. 

Fend hoficj as life decayMj with sweet control 
Tbjancy'a dreams shall harmonize the soul. 
The beautiful sentiment inscribed on Miss Dol- 
man's urn at the Leasowes might be here most strik- 
^ ingly apptied. 

Heu quanto minus est cum reliquis versari/ quam 

tui meminisse I 
Akenside was not unmindful of these sentiments 
and has drawn a fine portndt of their effect. 
Ask the faithful youth> 
Why the cold urn of her, whom long he loved^ 
So often fills his arms, so often draws 
His lonely footsteps at the silent hour 
To pay the mournful tribute of his tears : 
O I he will tell thee, that the wealth of worlds 
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Should ne'er seduce his hosom to forego 
That sacred hour, when, stealmg from the noise 
Of care and envy, sweet remembrance soothes 
With virtue's kindest looks his aching breast, 
And turns his tears to rapture. 

PLEAS. OF I^G. II. LINE 682 

NOTE XXI. 
When fierce in death the Hval brothers lay 
On the some pyre in Thebea* (Hsaatroua day, 
it is recorded in history, that when Eteocles and 
Polynices, the sons of Oedipus, after a most furious 
engagement were slain, and their bodies conducted tx> 
the same funeral pyre, their ashes separated, and the 
fiames rose ii^ two divisions, as if sensible of resent- ' 
ment, and averse from reconciliation. Stat. I. 51. 
This circumstance is alluded to the following lines of 
Lucan. 
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— -— Vestali ratytus ^ ar& 
Ignis, et ostendens confectas flamma liatinay 
Scinditur in partes, geminaque cacumine snrgit^ 
Thebanos imitata rogos. 

LIB. I. PBARSALU. 

NOTE XXII. 

K*€n fair CALYPSO loathed her deathless pride. 
Calypso ne pouvoit se consoler du depart dlJlysse.. 
Dans sa douleur elle se trouvoit malheureuse d'etre 
immortelle. Sa grotte ne r6sonnoit plus de son 
chant ; les nymphes, qui la servoient, n'osoient lui par- 
ler. Elle se promenoit souvent seule sur les gazons 
fleuris, dont un printemps 6temel borde son ile ; mais 
ces beaux lieux, loin de moderer sa douleur, ne faisoi* 
ent qui lui rappeler le triste souvenir d'Ulysse, qu*el- 
le y avoit vu tant de foia aupr^s d'elle. 

TELEMAQUE, tOm I. I3>. U 
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NOTE XXIII. 

So felt APELLES, v>hen his hand e99ayed 
JVith trembling touckj to aketch the Pertkm maid. 
The Venus Aiiad}^oiQeii6 of Apelles was modelled 
from the form " of the beautiful Campa^p^, the fav- 
orite mistress of Alexander. The sensibility of 
Apelles was too deeply penetrated with the charms^ 
which he so successfully expressed. Alexander was no 
sooner acquainted with his passion, than he made him 
a present not only of Campasp^, hut of his own affec- 
tion.'* 

GXLLIES' GREECE TV* 407. FLINT III. 222, kd 

NOTE XXIV. 

Unhappy truths by kings and slaves confestj . 
How sure thy sway shall cromw£ll'« /ate atte^^ 
" Society terrified him, while he reflected m kl| 
numerous, unknown, and implacable enemies. Soli- 
tude appaled and astonished him, by withdrawing that 
n2 



450 NOTES ON THE 

protection^ which he found so necessary for his secu- 
rity. He WEB haunted with continual apprehensions^ 
and an compoture ot mfaid was flown forever." 

HUMK*S KNOLAND VII. 284. 

V 

, . NOTE XXV. 

JFalte, M tie dreanu dundtted the itort gate. 
• See ante Note III. 

' NOTE XXVI. 

jUk lovely maintenoN} when fortune smiledy l£tc, 
^ I** (said Mad. Maintem^ ^< have been young 
and beautiful} liave had a high relish for pleasure, 
and have been the universal object of love. In a 
more advanced age, I ^ have passed years in the in- 
teriiourse of intellectual pleasure. I have at length 
risen to favour ; but I protest to you, my dear g^rl, 
that every one of these conditions leaves in the mind 
a i&ssaai vacuity." Letter to mad. maisokfort. 
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She often went to the convent of St. Cyr, and 
spent whole days in melancholy solitude; and afte^' 
the king's death retired wholly from coutt.* * - 
toltairb's lbwis ziv. IX. 61> 63. 

NOTE XXVII. 
Savoy*« proud monarch turned fda pilgrim feet: 
AmadeuS) duke of Savoy, after a fortunate reign 
retired to a convent at RipaiUe> and spent the re* 
mdnder of his days in solitary devotion* 

moore's travels, I. 135, IX. 2S6. 

NOTE XXVIII. 

Yet hear the caliph qf the bright domain. 

The magmficent Abdalrahman, one of the most 

illustrious princes, who sat on the Cordovan throne. 

His palaces at Zehrah far exceeded in convenience, 

lustre, and opulence, the most sumptuous palaces of 
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modem days. The si^;aciou9 Gibbon thus conciades 
his narraticA of this fortunate prince. 

<<In a private condition our desires are perpetu- 
ally repressed by poverty and subordination ; but 
the lives and labors of millions are devoted to the 
service of a despotic prince, whose laws are blindly 
obeyed) and whose wishes are instantly gratified. 
Our imagination is dazzled by the splendid picture ; 
and whatever may be the cool distates of reason, there 
are few among us, who would obstinately refuse a 
trial of the comforts and the cares of royalty. It 
may therefore be of some use to borrow the experi- 
ence of the same Abdalrahman, whose magnificeiice 
has perhaps excited our admiration and envy ; and 
to transcribe an authentic memorial, which was 
found in the closet of the deceased caliph. ^ I hsfe . 
ntiw reigned above fifty years in victory and peace ; 
beloved by my subjects, dreaded by my enemies, 
and respected by my allies. Riches and honors, 
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power and pleasure^ have waited on my call, nor does 
any earthly blessing appear to have been wanting for 
my felicity. In this situation I have diligently num- 
bered the days of pure and genuine happiness, 
which have fellen to my lot : they amount to four^ 
teen ; O man ! place not thy confidence in this 
present world." 

DECLINE and FALL of the ROMAK EMPIRE X. 39* 

NOTE XXIX. 

We seek a goddess^ and embrace a clouds 
Ixion, according to the heathen mythology, was 
doomed to punishment in the infernal regions for 
boasting of the &vors of Juno, when he embraced 
a cloud. 

NOTE XXX. 
like BELiSARius beg9 his daily bread, 
Mr, Gibbon is of opinion, that the story of iBte 
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beggary of Belisarius, the << date obolum Belisario," 
18 a fiction of modem days. Howeycr this be^ 
the lesson inculcated is not less awfully impresuve ; 
and the pathetic tale on this subject by Marmon- 
tel were worth a whole volume of moral disqmsition. 

NOTE XXXI. 
Meek waa st. aub1n'« «ow/, his gentle air 
Sfioke to the searching glance the man qf care. 
It is but justice to acknowledge that I suspect my- 
self to have drawn the outline of this character from 
the inimitable model of Goldsmith in the vilkge 
preacher of his St. Auburn : a poem, which was 
read with rapture in my early days, and which is 
still my favorite. *Its merit is certainly of the 
highest kind, whether considered in point of origin- 
ality, sentiment, or beauty of composition ; but ' 
above all, it will be admired for those genuine fed- 
iogS} whicbit expresses, and which are 1^ dure in- 
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dications of simplicity of hearty and generosity of 
character. This is but a humble, though sincere^ 
tribute to the memory of the benevolent Goldsmith, 
of whom it may be^said in his own langiiage, 

" Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway.** 
Respecting the tale introduced, it may be observed, 
that its design was to paint a simple pictiu'e of rural 
life, and the influence of solitude in old age, sick- 
ness, and death. 



END OF THE NOTES ON THE FIRST PART. 



NOTES 

ON THE SECOND PART. 



NOTE I. 
hifituf^fr^ vuiona round your darwin's head. 
IJR. Erasmus Darwin^ the author of the Botanic 
Garden. Well may he exclsdm with Lucretius 
■ I J uvat integros accedere fonteis 
Atque haurire ; juvatque novos decerpere fiores ; 
Insignemque ^eo capiti petere inde coronam ; 
Unde prius nulli vel4runt tempora musse. 

LtB.I» 93 h 
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NOTE IL 

In domcBy that reasoned^ and in grorvesy that thought. 
The Stoa, or Porch was the school of the divine 
Zeno ; and the academic g^ve, here alluded to, has 
ever been celebrated, as the nursery of Grecian glory. 

NOTE III. 

7%M« when the host qf warlike nicias bledj 
And STRAGUSE entombed the Grecian dead, 
^ Amidst this dark, and dreadful scene q§ cruelty 
and revenge, vre must not omit to mention cme fan" 
gle example of humanity^ which broke forth, like a 
meteor in the gloom of a nocturnal tempest. The 
Sjrracusans, who could punbh their helpless ci^ves 
with unrelentog severity, had often melted into tears 
at the affecting strains of Euripides, an Athenian poet, 
who bad learned in the Socratic school to adorn the 
lessons of philosophy with the charms of &ncy. The 
pleasure, wUch the Syracusans had derived ftom his 
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inimitable poetry, made them long to hear it rehearsed 
bj the flexible voice and harmonious pronounciation 
of the Athenians, so unlike and so superior to the rude- 
ness and asperity of their own Doric dialect. They 
desired their captives to repeat the plaintive strains of 
their favorite bard. The captives obeyed : and affect- 
ing to represent the woes of ancient kings and heroes, 
they too faithfully expressed their own. Their taste 
and sensibility endeared them to the Syracusans, who 
relea^d their bonds, received them with kindness into 
their femilies, and, after treating Aem with all the 
honorable distinctions of ancient hespitali^, restored 
tikem to their longing and afiUeted country.'' 

gillies' GREECE II. 412. Loud. Edit. 1792. 
O ! sacer et magnus vatum labor : omnia fato 
£ripis> et populis donas mortalibus avum. 

LVC^N. PHARSALIA IX.. 
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NOTE IV. 

Or calmly fieriah at the Grecian Strait ! 

Nothing could exceed the noble devotion of Leoni- 
das and his three hundred brave Spartana at the 
stilts of Thermopylae. Deserted by all the other 
Grecian forces, they disdained flight, and after main- 
taining a glorious, tho unequal contest, with the 
irhole Persian army, all perished in the defence of 
the liberties of their country. 

^ Happy shades ! one day witnessed your glory ; 
the same day it was peffect6d. Your laurels wiM 
green on your brows ; they had not time to irklMfr % 
and now they neter can. Happy shades ! you did itQt 
surrive your glory ; your passpdrt to &me was thro 
the splendbr of your renown. The moment in' which 
you«were all you could be, you ascended to heaven. 
Happy shades ! your tnonument is more durable, than 
marble ; more honorable, than human art has yet 
raised ; yours is erected in the hearts of your coun* 
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trjmen. Happy shades I tho you were forbidden to 
swell the triumph of yoHr fellow citizens j tho no 
hearenly vision of your country's approaching liber- 
ty softened the* agonies of death, and enraptured your 
de|xarting sjnritfiF ; yet you did not depart without your 
gloiy ; you did not depart without your triumph. 
The in^gnant spirit of your country had declared, 
tiiat her sons had hyed, as long as life was honorable ; 
you were demanded a sacrifice ; your obedience con- 
samma^ted your glory ;. your &11 triumphed oTer 
death/' 

The above quotation is from an Oration pronounced 
at Charlestown, Massachusetts, on the anniversary of 
the battle of Bunker's Hill, by William Austin, A.B. : 
an oration which deserves remembrance from its im- 
partiality, its spirit, and its eloquence. Itwoulcfnot 
have disgraced the reputation of those Grecian om-» 
tors, of whom Cicero says, " grandes erant verbis, 

crebri sententiis, compressione rerum breves.'' 
02 
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NOTE V. 

9o scotia'« gueetij while yet with maicMen grw^^ be 
From the influence of solitude Mary of Scotland 
acquired that tender firmneas^ which shed such din* 
tmgulshed lustre orer the horrors of her dosing^ Hfe 
She was confined nineteen years by the hau^ty 
Elizabeth in the castle of Fotheringay^ and during 
that time wrote many beautiful pieces in prose and 
Terse. . For her death and character consult Hnme^s 
Ei^huid v. ' Russell's Modem Europe III. and 
Bobertson's Scotland II. 

NOTE VI. 
^Too dearfy /mrcfuued by Montgomery 9lain! 
General Montgomery was killed at the siege of 
Qu^c on the last day of December, 1775. He 
was an officer of high reputation for generous sfwr- 
it, and military talents. Beloyed by his friends, ad- 
mired by his enemies, and lamented by the whole 
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worlds he fell in the flower of li& .with his honors 

thick ujxm hinu . 

■ M anibUs date Hlia plenis ; . « 

Purpureos spargam fiores} animamque nepotis 
His saltern accumulem donb, et fungar inani 
Munere. Mxntvik vi. M9. 

NOTE vn. . 

I&w akcp the bravcy vfAo genify dnk to reH. 
Uotttated from the exquisite httle ode of Cdlia% 
tegimung 

How sleep the brave^ who sink to rest) 
By all their country's wishes blest I 

NOTE VIII. 
fmmortal BOWAan bend9 Ma heitvenltf way, • . 
This gentleman^ Who sacrificed hid fortune, and 
at length his life in the cause of humahity^ has be- 
queathed to posterity a melancholy history of their 
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tpecies in the enli^tened era of the eighteendi cen^ 
tuiy S ! See the history of the Lazarett06> &c. vd 
Aikin's lite or soward. 

NOTE IX. 
Can (he dark dungeon e*er those souls cor^finty 
Who draw rich transfiori/rom invention's ndne f 
Many beautiful iUustrations of the composure of 
men of genius under tlie most rigorous confinement 
will readily occur to the classic reader, and fiMciUy 
prove the doctrine here inculcated, that sofitilds 
gives energy to invention and cheerfulness to the 
heait, eveii under the greatest calamities.. Perhaps 
none are more striking, than the singular feficity 
of Voltaire composing his Henriad, when innnured 
in the Bastile, for aught he knew, for life ; and the 
merry fortitude of Cervantes depicting the hissnors 
of Quixote during a gloomy captivity^ 
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NOTE X, 

Wkai buoyed rolanp^ when o*er the ot^enmg day 
Stem desolation swefit with sanguine sway P 
Madame Roland, the eloquent compatriot of the 
diyine Charlotte Cord6| wrote her admirahle ^^Ap^ 
peal to Posterity,'^ diuing her confinem^sit in the 
Abbaye Prison, Perhtqra her best enlogium is 16 
declaie^ that the subtixnity of her sentiments i^A 
eTen surpassed by the fimUiein of h«r actioBS. Sbt 
Deftodoard's Histoire de la Revolution de FrancC} 
tan IV. 72. 

NOTE XI* 

^0 injured raleigh, (ment*9 tad return J) . 
«( During the thirteen years imprisonment^ whitii 
he suffered, the sentiments jof the nation were inuth- 
changed with regard to him* Meniiad leisure io re- 
flect on the hardship, not to say injustice, of his sen- 
tence 9 they jutied his enterprisiog spirit, which Isbp 
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guished in the rigors of confinement : they were 
struck with the extensive genius of the many who 
being educated amidst military and naval enterprises, 
had surpassed in the pursuits of literature^ even 
those of the most recluse and sedentary lives ; and 
they admired his unbroken magnanimity, which at 
his age and under his circumstances, would engage 
Um to undertake and execute so great a work, at 
his history of the world.'' 

yUMX's XMGLAND, ▼!• ft. 

NOTE VIL 
wf« •truck with Hfi^ the fierce palladium ^tood. 
VvL i)ositum castris simulacrum; arsdre coruscs 
Luminibtts flamm» arrectis; salsusque per artns 
* Sudor iit, terque ipsa solo (mirabile dictu) 
Emicuit, parmamque ferens hastamque trementeik 
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NOTE XIII. 
And daring corde bared her righteous blade, 
" Mary Charlotte Cordfe was bom at Saint Satur« 
nin, in the department of Om6. Leading at home 
a retired life^ she spent much time in reading an- 
daithistory^ whence she imbibed a zeal for liberty. 
Some fiunily s^Fairs had drawn her to Caen^ at the 
time when the young men of that town were en- 
rolling under Wimpfen in order to release the ma- 
jority of the convention from the overruling jaco- 
bins. The idea struck her that a single victim 
might save many. *^ I considered, (said the heroine^ 
in a letter, which she wrote from her prison) that 
so many brave youths were going to Paris for the 
head of a single man, who did not merit such an 
honor ; and that the ante of a woman might be suf- 
ficient.** On the scaffold she exhibited the same 
(fignified deportment, and died an illustrious- exam- 
ple of virtue, independencei and patriotism. See 
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Deaodoard's Histoire Philosophique de la Reyolu* 
tion de France^ Sec. III. 235. 

NOTE XIV. 

MaH dark that hour^ when o^er the kitering smtKt 

Stem murder eatj in heUUh gloom* eerene* 

Thesei and the subsequent Unesy allude to tiie &H 

of the Girondists ; which cannot better be deacribedi 

than in the fine picture of the Monthf Reviewers. 

^ When the revolutionary tribunal declared its fital 

sentence, Valaz6 in a transport of indignation p(^;n* 

tt^ded himself in the hall. Brissot, Vergniaud» Gren* 

sonn6} Lasource, Fonfrede, Ducos, and the othersy 

were led to the scaffold on the next day ; Vergtuaud) 

foreseeing the event, had ptoidded poison for himself: 

but, observing his young companions Fonfrede and 

Ottoos involved in his misfortune, he gave away the 

poismi, and said, that he would die with them. Ahho 

no one of the sufferers was deceived by a run hope, 
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theh' tii^di^ wer^ so mtich elevMed by the splendor of 
th^ir sacrifice, that it Iras impossibte to approach 
th*fti trith the colhmon place expressions of vulgitr 
odbsolation. Brissot, gi^ve and calm, behaved like! 
t&^ Mlge struggling with adversity. The siWnt Gen* 
80iin6 disdasded to sully his lips even with the liaxnes of 
Ma accusers. Vergniaud) often cheerful, would i^peat 
to them from Cotneille or others the fine verses iinth 
which his memory was stored, or pour forth the last 
gushes of that powerful eloquence, of which the feeb- 
lest stretm made tyranny turn pale. The brothers in 
law, Ducos and Fonfrede, created if possible & yet live- 
lier interest. Their youth, their intimate friendship, 
their perscmal beauty, their accomplishments of mindj 
coftcorred to render odious the worthlessness of theiv 
eMUdes. Diicos had escaped, but cho^ to rc^m t^ 
prison to shaire his brother's fat^ Th6 teitfs #MlMf 
burst from their eyes, when they talked of the widoinf 
they should leave behind, and oC the chiidrMt aiboUt U 
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suffer ruin for their Other's deeds. Each had a young 
fiunUjTf and a considerable fortune. This was the first 
tim^ says Rioufifey that so many extraordinary persons 
were massacred together. Youth, beauty, geiuusi 
wiadonif virtue, and whatever is estimable among menj 
waa cut down at a blow ; yet who would not be con- 
tent 80 to die, in order so to haveT lived ?" 

MONTHLY REVIEW 1797. VOL. 23. 

NOTE XV. 
So chtrished atUl beyond the farthest tweed^ 
Linger the vt^ forma <f Celtic creed. 
The truth of this illustraticm of the effect of Ipcal 
flcmery is beautifully shewn by Dr. Beattie^ and Pr. 
Drake« Concenung the superstitions, here idlud^ 
to» I cannot do better, than to refer the reader to the 
diaaerlations cm this subject in the << Literary Hours'' 
of the latter gentleman. A few quotations are sub* 
joined to ei^bdn some of the less obvious lines. 
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« No country better exemplifies these observations, 
than Scotland, in which while a peculiar systfetA'WT 
superstition, sublime and awful in its general textiii^, 
and strongly indicative of the country, has long reign- 
ed in the Highlands of that kingdom, in its Lowland 
districts a mild and more sportive vein of &bling 
(like the lighter Gothic) prevails, well adapted to the 
beautiful and pastoral scenery of that delightful re- 

poaJ* 2 DRAKE. 1209. 

NOTE XVI. 
Roli the grey nd9t9 akmg the lonely graven 
' M The fimeral elegy was one of the most important 
'vites of ancient Caledonia ; and no greater misfbrliine 
could occur to a hero, than to ha:ve it omitted ertv 
Jus tomb : for without this sacred song his soul could 
clidm no admission into the ahy, halls of his fathers, 
but was condemned, until this ceremony watf perform- 
ed, to reride acnudst the mists ^ Ihd Lake of Lego ; 
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wbepe it. was ^i^emed ibe office of the spirit of the 
jyi^f)^. relative <' to the warrior's gn^ve to roll the 
l]mfti..» glT^r^^^^i^g ^ l^B ghost, until the scmg 
arite*'* ossxan*s temgra yxx. 6. 2 peake 237. 

NOTE XVII. 

Tkfre too m gri^iy ^ta$e the kejlpxe «/rt. 
. ^ ^ That a spirit also dwells in the waters airi ^^rects 
ih^ destructive furjr, is an opinion coeval wMI^. Ae 
eatliesc rccOrtis 6i iraditxoa in Scotland, and sdll feftm 
a part of the populace ereod. This spirit is called by 
the vulgar the Water Wtaxlh or Kelpk or-^. Water 
•Fiend. 2 SRAKK 249. CoUins in his moot beautiful 
Ode on the Superstiticm of the Highlands has dolM 
tUs belief in niost tremendous imagerf. 

NOTE XVIU. 
, Mmce ^ the Tbanejrom MendortmU Ai^ bHm^ 
An alhiiiiyD is liere made to the Seottlsb sec(«id 
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%ht. M To this day tke same credulity exists^ md 
the mountains of Bendoran (the highest inhalMted 
parts of Scotland) are still considered by the com^i 
as enchanted mountains." 2 drake. 

NOTE XIX. 
Drue to the sitCy a gentler genius reigm. 
The deader is ireferred to the essay of Dr. Drake 
•H the Gothic superstitions for an illustration of the 
subsequent lines. The tight mythology of die 
Goths seems to vary but in small degrees firom the 
Oriental and Arabic fictions. 

NOTE XX. 

Disturb the ghostly hours qf hallo WXBV. :.'• 
*^ Halloween is thought to be a night, when witches, 
devils, and other mischief making beings, are all 
abroad on their baneful, midnight errands y partic- 

P 2 ■ . . 4:r .'■ 
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uhrif thMe aerU people, the fiBfie% aft said oi 
that night to hold a grand annivenary.'' bukm^ 
(bobbat) Poem endtled ^ UAhhowMzw/* 

NOTE XXI. 
Lead the wild corfi^e Hghs round the omened grave, 
A short time before the death of any peraoB} it is 
generally belie vedy that a light ia seen procee£ng 
from the houae^ ox even irom the bed, wliere. the 
8iek person Ues, and pursues its way to tteplaie^ 
where the corpse ia to be biiried. In Waleft^tiiii 
is called the Canwyll corph, or the corpse li^. it 
Scotland it Is thought to be some ghost. ^^ The 
account given to this day amcmg the vulgar," says 
Mr. Macpherson, ^ is very poetical. The ghoat 
c(Hnes mounted on a meteor, and surrounds twice 
or thrice the place destined for the person to die; 
and then goes along the road, thro which the fune- 
ral is to pass, shrieking at intervals ; at last the 
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neteor and die giwet dHa>BPc>r 9iimc tte hnd 

% DRAKE d34* BiN«LBT*8 Tow ki K^ryi WaIe%tlL 
eh. 13. COLLINS* Ode on the Supentitioii of the 
Htghlends. 

NOTE XXIL - / 

So NUHA Icfved the tcmecraied gni: ' i . 
Numa^ previous to his election, as king of the Ro- 
tossMy q)ent his days in the acquisition of iKrisdom 
in eotttode. His recluse of Jife and rehgioua gravity 
gsve early rise to the singular faUe of his inter- 
eewrse with the goddess Egeria, of which he after^ 
irards made such masteriy use to give sanction to 
his kiws and institutioiM. livt. 1. 19. plvt. vuma. 

NOTE XXIII. 
The 4arkbromfd i>ruid sfielled his trouMed ritti* 
The religion of the Druids was to the last degree 
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sanguiiMuy. Human Yicdms were offered on their 
polluted altars ; and their pretended prophetic pofW" 
ers in some instances made the engines of wanton 
bfobarity. Yet the^r are said to have cherished 
manj institutions^ calculated for public happiness, 
and among other doctrines taught the immortality of 
the soul. See Cssar*s Commen. bell. Germ. VI. 
c 13. Pliny XVI. c. 44. 

NOTE XXIV. 
fVMcA thro the desert wUds st. Francis led. 
The holy St. Francis of Assisi was bom in the 
year 1182. From a most pn^gate life he sudden* 
ly changed to a rigid enthusiasm, and wild .deyotton. 
He retired into the forests^ind there remained, a 
great while, practising those holy penances, which 
establish the right to canonization. In the calendar 
of saints the Institutor of the order of Fraaciscana. 
is no insignificant worthy. 
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NOTE XXV. 
JBy fiaanon*8 ties round lovelier armellk twined, 
Armelle Nicholas, the beautiful French enthusi- 
ast) and pattern of sanctity, was bom at Campenac in 
the diocese of St. Malo^ 1666. Her soul appears to 
have been formed for tenderness^ and she i9 reported 
to have died of < an excess of divine love,^ The con- 
vent of Vannes in 1^71 'vritnes«ed tbe dealii of tbis 
pfw^t mofht whose, veligiom fervors psjrteok eU tiic 
tolnptuouiiieis of ibe nmt b^ifin^lu^ a£fe«twi. 

NOTE XXVL 

JUd 8iii]N>o'« dmmel ip the /mmral /rifr, 

■ ji fffiflmif vMm %f rcUgfiom guik^ 

iTlie rdigkms wfkiBigs of fhe Hindoos imA calf m- 

thorise a wife to sacrifice ftcffsdf upon the foncnji 

iqrre ofherhinliind; hm ptonise tte ifc i to i e d afar* 
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tyr an immediate admission into the highest jeys 
of paradise. 

NOTE XXVII. 

Curbed was that hour, vthen first thepaanona breved, 

Their cowled fiendj monastic solitude ! 

The influence of monastic institutions has ever 
been deemed destructive of social happiness. The 
holy flagellations, the penant rites, and the supersti- 
tious follies even of the best among these SEOiaticS) 
have given a darkness and horror to reflgicm, which 
must appal the benevolent mind. But deyotion vrai 
unfortunately sekkxm tlw companion of the ascetics 
in the latter ages. The moat unnatural vices, the 
most debauched pasmos, and most proffigate inter* 
courses, diagraeed the hdy fethers, and stained the 
purity of the vestal vdl. 

Thomasun (torn UL) has drawn a j^ciurt qf 
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these violations of decorum and sanctity, which must 
scandalize the delicacy of every christian reader. 

^ 

NOtE XXVIII. 

Slaughtered with charles, vnth innocent betrayed. 
Charles IX. of France, the infamous perpetrator 
of the massacre of the Huguenots on the eve of 
St Birtholomew ; and Pope Innocent III. the au- 
thor of the inquisition, that terrible scourge of the 
human race. 

NOTE XXIX, 

Why fiensive Thomson wooed the willing muse, 
" The autumn was Thomson's favorite season for 
poetical comppsition, and tlie deep silence of the night 
the time he commonly chose for study : so that he 
was often heard walking in his library, repeating what 
he was to correct or write out the next day." 
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NOTE XXX. 

9o GIBBON l&vedj retired from eetuure'e ken^ 
To muse with wisdom on the deeds qf men ! 
This immortal historian wrote the greater part of his 
•* Decline and Fall of the Roman Emirire** in Mb sweet 
retreat at Lausanne, in Switzerland. <* It was aiXHM^ 
the ruins of the capitoV* says he, << that I first c<xi- 
ceiyedthe ideaof a work, which has amused alA ex- 
ercised ntar twenty years of my life.*' Gibbon's De- 
cline, &c,XII. 432. Those, who may have curioidty 
to learn the gradual developement of human excel- 
lence, will read with rapture the precious life of this 
great man, as written by himself. 

See gibbon's miscellanies, torn. I^ 

NOTE XXXI. 
The Northern war j tors dwell in gloomy ttate, 
" A circumstance, related by Priscus in his historf 
of the embassy to Attilla king of the Huns> giyesa 
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striking view of the en&iu»astic passion for war, which 
prevailed among the barbarous nations. When the 
entertainment, to which that fierce conqueror admitted 
the Roman Ambassadors^ was ended, two Sc3rthians 
ad^mnced towards Attilla, and recited a poem, in which 
ttey celebrated his victories, and military talents. 
All the Huns fixed their eyes with attention on the 
bards. Some seemed to be delighted with the verses ; 
otliersy remembering their own battles and exploits, 
exulted with joy ; while those, who were become fee- 
ble thro age, burst into tears, bewailing the decay of 
tlieir vigor, and the state of inactivity, in which they 
were now obliged to remain." 

R0BERTS0N*S CHARLES V. tom. I. notC IH. C, SCCt. I. 

A devotion to the female sex, bordering on enthusi- 
asm, was a prevailing . trait in the characters of the 
Northern nations ; and their mythologic belief was 
a singular mixture of ferocity and tenderness. 
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NOTE XXXII. 
While CHARLES'^ Mnatrela roue thdr epic tmy. 
These lines refer to Mrs. Morton and Mr. Paine df 
Boston^ Massachusetts, the former, the author (b( 
< Oiiabi/ ^ Beacon Hill,' and &e < Virtues of SocieCj^r 
poems, which for beauty of diction and felidty 6f Mi^ 
timent have received much applause : the latter, th^ a9- 
thor of the * Invention of Letters,'^ The RuHngPa«flB*^' 
and other nucellaneous' productions of high estimation 
for energy and elegance. ^ Beacon Hill,' and the 
^ Invention of Letters' delineate with great eloquence, 
strength, and truth the prominent characteriiti^ of 

Washington. 

• "A 

NOTE XXXIII. 

tie tracks vnth daring steps the^ Chamois Goat, 

"'Who could imagine," says Mons. Sauasure, "this 

chase of the Chamois would be the object of a pasnbn 

absolutely insurmountable. I knew a well' made} 
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handsome xnaD) who bad married a beautiful woman; 
** my grandfather," said he to me, ^^ lost his life in the 
chase : so did my &ther : I am persuaded, I too shall 
die in the same manner : this bag, which I carry with 
W€9 when I hunt, I call my grave clothes, for I am 
sure, I sludl have no other ; yet if you should offer to 
Biake my fortune on condition of abandoning the 
€liaie cfthe Chamois, I could not consent." 

VOYAGE dans les alpes. torn. iii. 

NOTE XXXIV. 
Here S/mMa famed monarch, humbled to dtistj 
Pinea lone and friendleaa in auatere st. just. 
After Charles V. had retired to the monastery of 
St. Just he became a prey to religious mortifications. 
^ An illiberal and timid superstition depressed his spir- 
it. He had no relish for amusements of any kind. 
He endeavoured to conform in his manner of living to 
all the rigor of monastic austerity. He desired no other 
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society^ than.that of monks, and was almost contiiinaBy 
emplpyed with them in chanting the hymns of the mii^ 
saL As an expiation for his ^s, he gave himself 
the discipline in secret with so- much severityi that 
the whip of cords, which he emi^yed m the ;ijBpU^ 
ment of his pmiishment, was found after his dieoaise 
tinged with blood." 

Robertson's charles 9. tomu lu. 317. 

■ .i 
NOTE XXXV. 
Great haller kneeU ktdth eufier^HHow gkre^ 
And moody tasso parley* vnth the mr> 
I would refer the reader to the lives of these great 
men for a picture of deep melancholy and strai^ in- 
fatuation. ^ 

/ 

NOTE XXXVL 

The cur*e qf fame deterted hvct^Ti farwet 
^ 4tul GRBV btvml the hour, that tromudhtrlmt. •' 
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The ingenious author of the < Pharsalia' lost his 
life in consequence of a competition in poetic powers 
irkh the vain^ jealous, and sanguinary Nero. 

Lady Jane Grey, whose talents deserved a better 
firtey was beheaded m the tower in 1554. On the day 
of her executi<m she refused to take leave of her hus'^ 
bend from a fear, that her tenderness might overcome 
her^rtitude. Hi^ur separation," added she, " will be 
but for a moment ; we shall soon rejoin each other in 
a scene, where our affections will be forever united, and 
where death, disappointment, and misfortune can no 
longer disturb o«r felicity." 

MODERN SU]EtOP£ tom. II. 346. 

NOTE xxxvn. 

As ergt I wandered round chamouni'* vale. 
This romantic valley, si^ated at the foot of Mount 
Blanc, is peculiarly the region of wild imagery. 
At one glance the eye may behold the frozen. 
<L2 
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Glacien, peering their heads over the cloikhh inely 
contrasted with the sloping vales, which appear ever 
new and delightsome. On the whole^ the scenery 
forms an exhihition of the sublime, the picturesque, 
and the beautiful, beyond the utmost eloquence of 
description. 

VOORS'S TRAVELS in SWITZERLAND. I. 190. VOY- 
AGE dans les alpes par sahs^^e. 

NOTE XXXVIII. 
Arun*9fair banks nmth samted otwat tread^ 
Jnd garland laurels round ycvng coLLiirs* AmA 
/ The pathetic Otway and the tender Collins were 
nurtured on the banks of the Arun hi Sussex. 

NOTE XXXIX. 

Hymning^ " oh drofi the briny tear mth me, 
" My true love aleefia beside yon willow tree. 



SECOND PART- 187 

Imitated* from Chatteiton's ^ Minstrel's Song in 
JHla." 

<* O I synge untoe my roundelaie^ 

O ! droppe the brynie teare wythe mee, 
Oaunce ne moe atte hallie daiet 
Like a reynynge ryyer bee : 
Mie love ys dedde^ 
Gone to hys deathe-bedde^ 
Al under the wyllowe tree/* 

NOTE XL. 
Whence tUver atreama enamottred arno fiours. 
On the banks of the Arno, the Troubadours, or 
Provencal poets first sung their legendary and ro- 
mantic songs. 

END OF THE NOTES OK THE SECOND PART. 
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MONODY. 

Near where yon streamlet slowly finds 
With pebbly noise its silver way, 

And where his horn the beetle winds 
To swell the dirge of closing day ; 

While many a flower of earliest spring, 
Roimd the light greensward bending creeps. 

And many an insect's glossy wing 

Slow circles o'er the humming steeps : 
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MONODY. 

Near where yon streamlet slowly finds 
With pebbly noise its silver way, 

And where his horn the beetle winds 
To swell the dirge of closing day ; 

While many a flower of earliest lipring. 
Round the light greensward bending creeps. 

And many an insect's glossy wing 

Slow circles o'er the humming steeps : 
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There rests the hamlet's native pride, 
The fairest msdd, that decked its green ; 

In soul to heaven alone allied, 
In form a graee, a love in mein. 

Oh ! she was gentle, as the £ur, 

Which plays on summer's tranquil breast ; 
A heart so kind to every care. 

Warms but the tendcrturtle's nest. 

Her voice was softer, than the lyre, 
That steals each echo from the breeze ; 

Her eye the blue with clwstened fire. 
That wins us, ere it seems to please. 

Oft, when the wild gust shook the leaf. 
Her pipe in mellow tones jvould pour, 

So soft, so sad, its touching grief: 
So soft, so sad, it swells no more ! 
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Nor xnore^ as wont^ at vernal wake 
With merry steps they dance the hays, 

But sighs from every bosom break 
For her, who blest their youthfol days. 

So, while at eve the hoary swain 

Recounts the tale to in&nt ears, 
They seek the grave of lovely j ake, 

And turn their ready sports to tears. 

Oft too the village nymphs repair 
In dumb distress to kneel and weep, 

To strew the rue and primrose there. 
Or hymn her gentle sprite to sleep. 

Pause then, on yonder hallowed spot. 
And give her worth a parting sigh ; 

So may thy grave ne'er be forgot, 
When the lorn pilgrim passes by. 
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MONODY, 

710 TBE MBMORT OF EDWARD EDBS, ESS^ 
Who died Sept 8^ 1803. 

Shall moimm^itdl btMt^ arise 
To deck some heroes aaiiguine fame ? 

Shall trophies charm the curious eyeSf 
Reared but in mockery oFa name ? 

And all this vain parade of show 

Tell| that some monster lies below ? 

Yesy let them rise, let pensioned bards 
Lament in flattery's venal lays ; 

Time wiA unaltered truth aVairds 
The equal tneed of well Earned pruse ; 
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In vain shall ^^bndid verae presume 
To gild ambition's treacherous tomb i 
No bribes can bid the incense bum 
Round titled frailty's wintry um ; 
Oblivion's secret canker steals 
To blot the useless name^ which vice revesdb* 

But to the good} tiie wiae^ the great, 
No tenx»* soids impending &te ; 
Tho no bright star their ttef^ atftend, ' 
No public glory crown their end* 
Theirs is the fiane^ that charms die good, 
<< The stilly small voice of gratitude,'* 
Love's sacred tear, religion's prayer. 
And all that lifts the soul, and soothes despair. 

Such be thy praise, lamented edes, 
Dear be thy memory to the just ; 
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Silent in life^ thy generous deeds 

Embalm with fragrant sweets thy dust. 
They breathe in every form confesty 
They live in sorrow's grateful breast. 

Friend of the poor^ thy cheering voice ^ 

Could hush the trembling orphan's sigh| 
Bid the &dnt heart with hqpe rejoice^ 

And teach the righteous, how to die : 
Oft has the perished £:>rm of grief 
Found in thy smiles its wished relief 
Oft bleeding misery learned to bless 
The hand, that closed the wounds of deep distress. 

Nor less shall friendship fondly own 
The hours of bright, domestic ease, 

When all the parent's virtues shone, 
So mid to wini so formed to pl^^ : 



•POBM& *^^r 



No richer bles»ng He«mftte»UKr. 



Ji:;:. . ijvZ. 



And are ^Mit icfitow&rev^r'fie^ ' '''^ 

WJ»e»eofi;sn|r 'sotfl^mtli cares jopprestf 
Indu%0d^eMofad^psr%'«vaiidi died »'< ''i ^ 

Ah) soothiB^ 9aeiies ! ah, hmppy htmni '^"^ 

Swept) like a meteor) froin the skf, ■'>■■^'' 
No more I hail yottt* ^gentfer powers ; '^ • '*^> 
The storm has past) the ruins lie. ' ' - 
O'er the sad wreck' tmsdtUed glooms prevail) 
And to the startled soul unfold the painful tale; 

Yet) sainted ahadC) tho pity mourn) ' '^'^ • 

With ^dest reference .o'er thy doomi ' 

The wreathS) that ^lade thy hcmored urn, 
Shall five in h(^^.peven»ial l^k>Mi9 

r2 
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Silent in life^ thj generous deeds 

Embalm with fragrant sweets thy dust* 
They breathe in every form confest, 
They live in sorrow's grateful breast. 

Friend of the poor, thy cheering voice ^ 

Could hush the trembling orphan's sighi 
Bid the &int heart with hope rejoice. 

And teach the righteous, how to die : 
Oft has the perished form of grief 
Found in thy smiles its wished relief 
Oft bleeding misery learned to bless 
The hand, that closed the wounds of deep distress. 

Nor less shall friendship fondly own 
The hours of bright, domestic ease, 

When all the parent's virtues shpne^ 
So wU to win« so formed to pl^^Lse : 



No richer bl^s»ng He«vmte»UKr.'^ • >i^^ 

And are Attit ieiBAaB^MBev^r'fle^i ' '^'' "^ 

WJiene oftsnjr 'sotfl^mtli cares jopprestf 
Indu%0d^ei8rad^p|r%i9riii^ died ^^^''j i 

DelksioiiswMiMAelftHO ttelxreMl?-^ ' ^ 
Ah) soothn^ aaeoes ! ah, hxppy tevrfti '^^ 

Swept) like a xneteor^ froin the sky, '^ >^ 

No more I hail yottf^gentfer povers ; ^-^ •*^> 

The storm has past) the ruins lie. ' ' - 

O'er the sad wreck' tms^tUed glooms prevail, ' 

And to the startled soul unfold the^pamfu| tale. ' 

Yet) sainted shade, thopity mourn^ ' ^''^ * 

With ifondest r^crencc.o'er thy doomi '- 

The wreathS) thut shade thy hcmored urn, 
Shall MvfB in h(^'s.peven»ialbloMi^ - 

a2 
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And wUk the muae her homage pejra 
bk^hmxtihle^ net -unfaattowed hqr% 
While VBpt a^ctsoD loves to trace 
Each&?oritB look^ each eoetal graoe» 
Heard from the heavens the voice of peace 
ShaH bid each anadoiui mmmmng ceai^ ■ 
fileat aretiie deadi whose aoula^arepiaif^'*: 
ThetfSttfferiaga pasty their gkrf suie. ^ . . 



A.DIEU9 gentle maid, vrhile meek friendship deplores 
In strains of despair thine untimely dediile^^ ^ ^ '■■ '■ 

And love^ as rememhrance thine linage i^eatores, 
Embalms irith* its tears every feature divine 9 
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Thy virtues, XDAtured in affection taxi fpncti*^ h \ 4 
Which charmedevarycai^frominififiivtuira^*^^ 
• Shall claim from the pensive a sig^> aathef tratei '^^' 
The sod, which embosoms a eherub aoblesli 

Adieu, lovilf maid, oft the MUSS dull repair,' ^i;, 

O'er thy fjrave tiie wild dirges of angmhta 8We«|>i 

To plant the fireah blossom and 8prinkleiitflMa*e^>n ) 

And hymn the kind spirit, that taught her to weep. 

1802. 



ON THE DBAfa QF HfSS M, BODGES. 

SlE£P,i oBVTLm MAID, in pity'9 ear 
Thefimd complaint of love shaU flow, . 

While geni«s,fdroopins o'-er ^y bij^ri^' . 
8igh to the breeze his speechless woe. 
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Favontetf h^l eachJoteif fraoe 

NflT' txiild llie qf« Imt cimte it» 1^ 
Tbf'jIuiMliifJHttWijAjr ton dime; ' 



: be Ite t|]r& t]ttt dottei tby taM«t 
jTiMBrecbobett flowen Ibeir Mommb mK^ ; 
For tiK)u fvnuit appdeM» «i &e l>kit» 

1803* 



MONODY, 

Spirit of him^ whose dufitei^ sMd 
Could touch each dhord of pune desire) 

Whence, flown beyond the nund'a 'oontirolf 
Thy brffliaut thought, thy Dnud&e i 
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Lost in thy manhood*s chsoiest bloom^ 
O'er thee shall pity meekly mouTO) 

And many a Sylphy who haunts the gloom^ , 
Wxthr twilight dews bespreod thine unx. ^ 

Beside, thine ^ airy harp' shall rest. 
With wonted charms unskilled to play. 

Or wildly moved in grief supprest. 
Fling to the breeze its fulieral lay. 

Tet may the willow love to bend. 
And there the gentler myrtle woo, 

While softly sighs each passing friend, 
<< Ah ! TORiGK, bard of truth, adieu !'* « 

1803. 
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MONODY, 

TO THE MMJUORT OF COL. MARSTOS WATSOV. 

Muse of the melancholy power, 

Who ioveit in waijrward fits to rove^ 
Hjrmning at xnidnight^s sullen hour 

The shivering throei of hopeless ioic ; 
Oh cone ! and whiie the fimeral lay 

Widi heartfielt sadness swelk along) 
In no unhallowed mood to paj 

The votive eulogy of song ; 
Perchance to grace thy w at son's tomh 
The embalming flower may spring in nature's fidrest 
bloom. 
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Ah! what atails the manly mind, 

The boasted energies of thought, 
The soul, by virtue's beams refined, 

Whence reason's subtler force is caught ? 
Ah ! what the judgment's regal 8W«)r, 

The generous sjrmpathies of heart, 
Which glow in feeling's purer day, 

Beyond the asfnring reach of art ? 
Since, swept by death's relentless power, 
'hey fade in ripening life, the pageants of an hour. 

No, from the unerring shafts of fate 

Genius can boast no pierceless shield ; 
The wise, the eloquent, the great, 

To time's resistless influence yield : 
But, tyrant, here thy triumph ends ; 

Sublimely towering o'er the dust, 
Fame thro the worid exulting sends 

^ The sweet remembrance of the just j" 
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Andy graved in glory's marble ps^) 
Their brilliant virtue lives, the grace of every age. 

But, thou, whose timeless doom demands 

From every eye the aching tear, 
While widowed love a statue stands, 

To breathe its anguish o'er thy bier ; 
How shall the humbler nunstrel dare 

In grief's sincere, tho feeble lays, 
Thy matchless powers, thy worth declare^ 

Which claim the noblest meed of praise s 
Ah, in the heart alone portrayed, 
They bloom in speaking life, that acpms the pencil's aid. 

How changed the scene, from what erewhile 
With hope and rapture hailed the day ; 

When friendship wore a welcome smile, 
And cheerly flew the hours away : 
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Now silent sorrow weeping roves 

Thro walks the favorite spirit blest^ 
And wan despair in horror loves 

To woo the nightdews to her breast ; 
Yet hears in every passing gale 
'he knell of death resound^ and tell its piteous tale. 

No more a father's guardian hand 

Leads the young mind to wisdom's court ; 
No more his voice in accents bland 

Suspends the listening infant's sport ; 
For, lost to nature's tenderest ties, 

Inumed in dust, the parent sleeps : ^ 
In vain invoked with bursting sighs, 

He hears not, when the orphan weeps. 
Yet, incense pure ! the tears of grief 
hall soothe the wounded heart, and flow in sweet reliefs 



'. -I* 
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Dark in the memory of my years 

Shall float the moniy -whose lowering eye 
Beheld those cheeks suffused with tears, 

Whose lustre foils the dawning sky ; 
Still, as returning seasons roll, 

When Sirius pours his poisoned blaze. 
The hymn of death shall charm my soul, 

The hymn, that chaunts in mournful praise, 
And oft to THEE, departed shade, 
The hallowed requiem rise, in awful reverence paid. 



ELLEN'S ADIEU. 

Say, henry, when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not breathe one pensive sigh ? 

The morning light of each new day 
Say, wilt thou greet with tearful eye ? 
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When wealth and fame and beauty smile, 
And artless youth with witching grace, 

And sportive wit, and laughing wile, 
Shall fascinate with dimpled face : 

Will Ellen's form e'er then intrude ? 

No charm it has, no pleasing art ; 
Her only boast is rectitude, 

Her only wealth a spotless heart. 

Her mom of life was blithe and gay, 
On wings of hope her childhood flew ; 

Soon sorrow gloomed her brightest day, 
And tears of early anguish drew. 

Thy well formed mind could yet impart. 
And teach her soiil the wish to live ; 

She gave to thee a broken heart, 
'Twas all sad ellen had to give. 
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And now thou fliest to eastern beams^ 

To court the wealth, that mocks thee here, 

Gay fancy lends her golden dreams, 
Ambition wipes the starting tear. 

flLLEN, would say, ^^ ah doubt the scheme^ 
^<Nor anxious grasp each gilded toy; 

*' Can gold lend friendship's eye one gleam» 
" Or give the mind one lasting joy ?** 

Ah no, she breathes the fervent prayer, 
And faultering bids a sad adieu. 

In every scene thou'rt still her care ; 
She would, but cannot say, be true. 

Yet, she will oft at night's still noon, 
When fancy's visions nightly flee, 

With pensive thought gaze on the moon, 
And bless the beam, that smiles on tliee : 
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And oft her minstrers absence tell) 
And hang her harp on willow high j 

Fond memory shall each care dispel) 
And check the boding, anxious sigh. 



ON DEATH. 

In musing mood, to care a prey, 
Youth's airy visions lost in gloom, 

1 shuddering mark the dreary way, 
Hope beckoning smiles beyond the tomb. 

Then why, my heart, that wishful sigh? 

Why round some well loved form entwine ? 
There, only there, each woe will fly ; 

There, only there, can bliss be thine. 
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To part, what, trembler, dost thou fear ? 

Say, art thou still delusion's slave I 
Shall lingering love not drop one tear, 

What time thy form shall press its grave i 



EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY. 

Oft has the curious minstrel sung 

In many a ^vild untutored lay 
Of dreams, that o'er his fancy hung. 

What time he mourned the lingering day ; 
And shall the lyre neglected sleep, 
When love forbids his heart to weep ? 

Ah no I tho o'er the mom of life 

The fowering clouds tempestuous form. 
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And with detraction's murderous strife 

Ride enyy^ fury of the storm^ 
These shall not aye the soul oppress^ 
If fiiendship liye^ and live to bless. 

Then let the pxaned hymn aspire, ^ 

Nor longer court unholy gloom ; 
Let happier music wake thy lyre, 

Than haunts the precincts of the tomb. 
Ill suits complaint the Muse*s sway, 
Her glory sheds immortal day. 

What, tho thy youth unblest has known 
Those thousand ills, which rend the heart. 

The sneer of pride, of vice the frown, 
Hope's false caress, and slander's smart ? 

Unworthy thou her wreaths to bind 

Could these disturb thy tranquil mind. 
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Say^ can thy thankless soul repme. 

When hope's bright influence courts thy hours ? 
When pure affection's smiles are thine^ 

And strewed thy path with chariest flowers ? 
She, thy full soul's unrivalled choice^ 
She breathes to thee the inspiring voice. 

O I cn^ed lot, O I happy state, 

When souls in perfect uiuon join. 
Taste, beauty, virtue, crown thy fate. 

The heart of love, the mind divine ; 
Chaste, as the blameless wish of truth, 
Grace wins in * purple light' of youth. 

Forbear, fond friend, nor sketch once more 
Those sacred charms, which fill my soul ; 

How true I love, how fond adore. 
Yields not expression's swift control : 
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Deep in my breast the flame shall burO) 
Till friendship close my wintry um. 

Too blest, since evory ardent thought 
High fancy drew in happiest mood, 

Too blest, since all the Muse has taught, 
Meet in that form in conscious good j 

Too blest, in silent joy I gaze, 

Yet dare not trust the voice in praise. 

So good, so pure, my anxious heart 

Scarce lends one alumbering moment peace, 

Lest some rude breeze a pang impart, 
Or bid the fluttering life pulse cease : 

So formed for heaven, who earth may roam ? 

Will heaven not call its wanderer home i 

Then spare thy zeal, nor deem it rude, 
If pours the bard no courtly lays j 
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Shall passion's faltering speech intrude^ 

When silence looks unquestioned praise ? 
The stream, whose current deepest flows, 
Scarce starts the ear's profound repose. 

Know then, in life's tumultuous scene, 
Where'er the fates his footsteps guide, 

Thy friend shall press with eye serene, 
If charm at home his darling pride ; 

Her magic look his soul shall cheer^ 

And light a smile on sorrow's tear. 

O ! be his lot, tlie bliss supreme, 
When age forbids the mind to rove. 

Wrapt in affection's hallowed dream. 
To own the soothing powers of love ; 

Ne'er may that hope of heaven depart, 

Till life's last thriU desert his heart. 
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TO 

A FRIEND, 

02T BER BIRTH DAT, 

^W^ELCOME this day ; more grateful to my soul, 
Than freshening breezes to the hectic cheek 
Of sickness, or the lucid stream of life 
To fainting thirst ; O, welcome once again I 
Let the vain bard in fiction's airy strains 
Unfold mysterious tales : let him to praise 
With syren flattery lixark the various gods, 
Who o'er thy natal day with eye benign 
Indulgent paused, and hailed thee, as their own ; 
Let him more studious point with curious art 
The planetary powers, whose presence crowned 
Thy hour of birth, and wove thy future fate. 
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Shall passion's faltering speech intrude, 

When silence looks unquestioned pnuse ? 
The stream, whose current deepest flows, 
Scarce starts the ear's profound repose. 

Know then, in life's tumultuous scene, 
Where'er the fates his footsteps guide, 

Thy friend shall press with eye serene, 
If charm at home his darling pride ; 

Her magic look his soul shall cheer, 

And light a smile on sorrow's tear. 

O ! be his lot, tlie bliss supreme, 
When age forbids the mind to rove. 

Wrapt in affection's hallowed dream. 
To own the soothing powers of love ; 

Ne'er may that hope of heaven depart, 

Till life's last thrill desert his heart. 
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TO 



A FRIEND, 



02T BER BIRTH DAT. 



^Vv ELCOME this day ; more grateful to my soul, 
Than freshenmg breezes to the hectic cheek 
Of sickness, or the lucid stream of life 
To fainting thirst ; O, welcome once again I 
Let the vain bard in fiction^s airy strains 
Unfold mysterious tales : let him to praise 
With syren flattery lixark the various gods, 
Who o'er thy natal day with eye benign 
Indulgent paused, and hailed thee, as their own ; 
Let him more studious point with curious art 
The planetary powers, whose presence crowned 
Thy hour of birth, and wove thy future fate. 
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To me no fiction comes. With tenderer joy 
I hail the day, whose trembling light bewitched 
Thine infant eyes in strange suiprise, and shot 
A nameless rapture. I the day will hail, 
Which gave a mother's soul its throbbing wish, 
And in a father's heart poured the full tide 
Of ecstasy divine. No other gods 
Watched o'er thy birth, and in their arms received 
The lovelier offspring of connubial bliss. 

E'en at this hour, methinks, I see their joys : 
With trembling hope, with earnest gaze they bendy 
And each to each unfolds the dawning grace^ 
The numic features ; and, as fancy wills, 
Blend each the faint resemblance, till it glows 
Bright, as the living picture, bright, as truth : 
Dearer the image grows, while they entranced 
Essay to trace the varying lines of life, 
And seize from night the mystic hues of &te $ 
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Unmindfiil, that the storm of adverse life, 
The cold, dead blight of grief, the searchmg frost 
Of harsh misfortune, might imtimely rs^e, 
And crush the opening blossom, in the shade 
Its beauties lude, and, like the lifeless shrub, 
In dreary solitudes neglected leave. 
The sport and passion of the wintry blast : 
Unmindful, that the orphan's lonely tears 
Might frequent wet those cheeks, where innocence 
Slept, veiled in \irgin blushes, slept with love, 

1 happy they ; for in that blessed trance 
They knew but pleasure : in that tranquil face 
They saw but virtue, pure, as ever cheered 
An angePs habitation : in that hour 
They dreamed with hope, nor knew the vision vain ; 
Nor knew the father parted from the child. 
Ere fifteen winters swept their sullen course* 
T 
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Mysterious heaven ! yet, if the souls of thosei 

Who dwell in lirtue^ who with peace and love 

Smooth hfe's rough paths, and lend to nuBery's cry 

An ear of grace, and dry the widow's tears ; 

If to those souls, when hence removed, be givei^ 

Clad in etherial light, to visit here, 

And hover round the precincts of the good, 

Thou, sainted spirit, who with fosib g care 

Watched o'er thy clara's sweet infantine hours, 

And formed her soul to harmonise with truth, 

Thou too shalt smile benignant, and with me 

Bless this propitious day, when in thy child 

Each finer lineament of soul displayed. 

Each modest virtue, each attractive chanHf « 

Which chaste refinement lends to cultured sensey 

Blend in soft union, and expressive yield 

A lovelier whole, which heaven might wdl aBproTCi 
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Yet may I ask one grateful smile on me : 
And i£ my heart deserve the sacred boon. 
So pledged, so fondly claimed, as heaven's best gift ; 
If e*er my heart, long torn with care and psdn. 
May yet indulge beneath auspicious powers 
The sympathies of life : O I teach me still, 
Thro each succeeding year to own this day 
With holy joy : O ! teach me, how to shield 
From cankering care the cherub choice of truth. 
And foster in the arms of virtuous love. 
Sato each other dear, as life declines, 
Still hand in hand, our h<^s and blessings one, 
In the soft shades of fond, domestic peace 
Together may we dwell : nor heed the hum 
Of busy man, nor court the dangeN>U8 ivalks, 
Where wild ambition leads her splendid train 
To gorgeous ruin ; but with blameless hearts 
And unpolluted hands thro every change 
The virtues cherish : may no parting pain, 
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Till to the bourn arrived, where all must part 
In the last hour. Sweet be the sleep of death> 
Noi: long the absence, tiD we meet in heaven, 
To perfect there the union formed below. 



ADELINE. 

IS IMITATIOV OF LEWIS'S " ALOXZO AND IMOCEKE.'* 

Yon desolate mansion, so drearily old, 

That frowns o'er the moss-covered way, 
Those ruinous turrets of Gothic-like mould 
To the eye of the pilgrim right sadly imfold 
Their grandeur sublime in decay. 

^ Strange fate hovers round the rude castle you view j* 
The hermit with horror replied : 
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His loose tftttcred mantle the wind whistled thro> 
And his dark rolHng eyes, as around him they fleW) 
Spoke a heart to distraction alHed. 

^ Not long since the time, modest stranger, yon dome 

With frolics of revelry roared ; 
The pilgrim, condemned by misfortune to roam, 
Rejoiced to secure him so welcome a home. 

For plenty smiled round the full board. 

* Lorenzo, the lord of this ruined domain, 

Was sprung from a noble old line ; 
In his bosom suspicion's dark passions held reign, 
Yet he sought with the ardor of love to obtain 

The gentle, the sweet Adeline. 

^ Ah, well I remember her delicate mein. 
So fair, so enchanting, to view ; 
t2 
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In her blue eyes the languish of feeling was seeoj 
And the glowing carnation her lips danced between ; 
Her cheeks blushed expression's rich hue. 

^ But ADELINE loved not the turbulent knight^ 

His manners were distant and cold ; 
His dark frowning brow quenched the charm of 

delight. 
And his stem fiery eyes spoke the terrors of night, 

As around him in fierceness they rolled. 

< How different was he, who first won her young heart, 

Alonzo, the brave chevalier ; 
Whose features, unclouded by passion or art. 
To the melting aflection of youth could impart 

The sweetness of love without fear. 

* But the virgin was doomed by her parents to wed 
The proud lord of this desolate dome : 
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In tears to the altar unwillingly led| 
Her heart with the terrors of i^ny bledi 
Portentous of evils to come. 

< Oft in sacred retirement her sorrows would flow^ 

Yet e'er to lorenzo so true, 
Her sweetness concealed the keen sources of woe^ 
And she sought by attentions each bliss to bestow^ 

That nuptial love claims as its due. 

* And when he, on the wrath of brutality bent, 

Her affection with hatred returned^ 
Methought, that a demon of hell might relent, 
So piteous she looked thro a smile of content, 

She looked, but in solitude mourned. 

^ Scarce a twelvemonth had past, since the damsel 
was wed. 
And a sweet blooming cherub she bore ; 
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When, oh, what strange madness cBsorden mj hcadi 
With drops of black murder distained was her bed ; 
* But the damsel was heard of no more. 

* It was thought, that lokeitzo the foul deed had done, 

For he never appeared from that horn* ; 
And thro the whole village the sad story run. 
That) when the old curfeu at midnight tolls one. 
Her sprite wanders thro the black tower. 

< Last night the deep tempest howled sullenly round. 

And muttering the tliunder pealed loud ; 
As I paced the dim corndor, skirting yon mound, 
Methought, for the bell had tolled one o'er the ground 

I saw walk the tower a bright shroud. 

< I drew near, and a light moved along, as I past, 

And thro the rent casement revealed 
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A fonn clad in white, but with sorrow o'ercast; 
Her veil rose in flutters upborne by the blast ; 
*Twas Adeline's self it concealed. -^ 

* She vanished from sight with a dreadful intent, 

But quickly returning with shrieks, 
As o'er the dark window in wildness- she bent, 
On her bloody robe pillowed a sweet infant leant» 

And tears trickled down her pale cheeks^ 

* Soft music now swelled on the gusts of the gale, 

In terrible concord with night ; 
It seemed her deep sorrow in fits to bewail, 
And, mingled with thunder, rung round the feared vale, 

* Ah weep for the poor murdered sprite.* 

< Just then, while I gazed, a lean figure stalked throi 
In its grasp a stained dagger it bore ; 



336 FUGITIVE 

The lightning's quick flash round its rusty point fieW| 
And o'er the stem features a lurid flame threw ; 
Remorse was the visage it wore. 

< Adeline started back^ as she saw the form glidey 
And clasped her wan babe to her breast ; 

^Holy Jesus I O save us^ O save us^' she cried ; 

^ Holy Jesus!' in groans the deep thunder replied^ 
Then sunk in the midnight's dead rest.' 



THE DRUID RITES. 

A FRACMEVT. 

JriAH ! what shrieks of anguish swell. 
Recreant madness stands aghast ; 

Did you hear that demon's yell. 
Roll on the shivering blast ? 
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•Twas the Druid's midnight howl 
To bid the fiends of sorcery meet ; 
Lo, wrapt in many a winding sheet, 
With eye of wrath and withering scowl 
Slowly rise they from the dead. 
Each unveils his cowled head. 
Muttering sounds of dark intent. 
That tell the moody mind on schemes of mufder bent. 

Now the troubled rites begm, 

Shouts that freeze the adarmed soul. 
With dubious meaning peal their din ; 
The Furies burst a fitful laugh. 
Loud, as the tempest rocks the sky ; 
Anon they seize the mystic bowl. 
And holiest blood they quaff. 
At length the cauldron boils, and round they fly, 
Urged by no conscious will ; 
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The boding raven hurries by, 
And all again is stilL 

Lo, a lovely child appears,* 

Its cheeks suffused with scalding tears ; 

A mother bears the fatal knife. 

To yield at witchery's doom its life, 

A sacrifice of eldest birth. 
Can a mother urge such deeds, 

To glut the Druid's savage mirth ? 
Break the bondage of his spell, 

Nor foul the bridal bed, 
With crimes so black, as startle hell : 

Monster, curses blast thy head, 
He bleeds, the newborn infant bleeds ! 



* Human victims/ particularly the first boni/ were ofiercd at theit 
polluted altars of horrible superstition. 
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The banquet smokes, the hags'advancCj 
And round in wild disorder dance ; 

Their screams disturb the dead : 
Grinning now with hideous look, 

In mystery's lore supremely read, 
They scan the sorcerer's Runic book : 

The churchyard yawns, and many a sprite, 
With hurrying step, and marble glare. 
Walks the midnight's baleful air. 

While livid flames betray his flight. 

Pillowed on clouds of curling fire. 
The fateful sisters sail behind. 
Yoked to the pinions of the shuddering wind ; 

From wormy skulls the clotted gore 
With savage ecstasy they drink, 
And rolling onward slowly sink ; 
* Drown,' they cry, ^ in blood your irCf 
* And let the orgies roar.* 
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The cold moon, trembling with affright. 
Grows pale, and reels athwart the night ; 
Convulsive Mona backward leaps. 
And groans along her thousand steeps. 
Once more they shout, * to vengeance run, 
^ Ere mom a palsying deed of hell is done.' 



LOVER'S WHIMS. 

/ 

TO A LOCK OF HAIR. 



Lovely lock of aubum hue, 
Let me catch thy varied curls. 
There the light streak wanders thro, 
. Here the black its polish furls : 
Little trifle, arch in guesses, 
Tell me, why I count thy tresses ? 
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Hide the«} that I cannot do ; 

Lose thee ; never, never, never ; 
Love thee ; as my life 'tis true. 

Death alwie the tie shall sever i 
Absent, present, laughing, sighing, 
Still I love thee ; why not dying ? 

Sure some fiedry sylph reclined, 

Mid thy folds in ambush lies, 
Weaving there the spells that blind. 

Charms, and dreams, and smiles, and sighs } 
Else, why gaze I, wrapt in sadness. 
On thy knots with curious madness ? 

Tell the secret ; was it true, 
Mantling round my favointe's cheek, 

(Polished snow and roseate hue,) 
While the charmer turned to speak, 
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Quick I stole thee unperceived> 
Envy urged me, love deceived. 

Stern repentance marked the houT} 
Soon my joy was turned to pain i 

Cupid caught me in his power, 
Sigh I now, and now complain. 

Restless wander, fitful start, 

Sure her blushes won my heart. 

Mystic LOCK, again return, 

Whence my ardent folly tore thee, 
Yet I rave, despair, and bum. 

Peace may come should I restore thee* 
No, on subtlest mischief bent, 
Thou wilt not in turn relent. 

Yet I hold thee still most dear. 
Lovely keepsake, bright and holy. 
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Thou shalt hush each throbbing fear, 

Dark presage and melancholy : 
While thy amulet I wear, 
Who shaU bid my heart despair ? 

O I be still my guardian guest, . 

Banish hence the fiends of glory, 
Sleep upon my panting breast. 

Listen to my plaintive story^ 
Should my charmer learn my sorrow, 
She may bid me hope tomorrow. 



LINES, 

WRITTEN ON A HERMITAGE, 

Nymphs, who court the glowing day, 

Seek with us the enchanted grove, 

Where no lawless footsteps, stray, 

# To blight the tender flowers of lov«.. 
u 2 
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Here content with smiling face 

Weaves the myrtle wreaths of peace ; 

Nature charms with chastened £prace> 
Sighs of hope and anguish cease. 

Hither bend your wildered fieet, 

Undisturbed by riot rude j 
Kindred souls delight to meet 

Mid the cells of Solitude. 



THE DISCONSOLATE. 

1 AM sad, what can now be the cause, 
I complain, and I hardly know Yfhy ; 

If I speak 'tis with many a pause ; 
Perhaps it were best, I might die. 
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I was wont on the holiday eve» 

To dance with the nymphs on the green ; 
So blithsome^ you well may believey 

No swain in the hamlet was seen. 

My pipe was right merry and gay, 
And the girls flocked my cottage around ; 

" Come, Harry, you'll please us to play ;" 
So I played, while they danced to the sound. 

But now they all ask with a sigh, 

Poor Harry, the matter pray tell, 
Why your pipe hangs neglectedly by; 

I look, and my heart feels a swell. 

If by chance I essay a light tune, 

It dissolves e'er I carol half o'er ; 
Perhaps 'tis the spell of the moon, 
^ Which haunts me in dreams evermore. 
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I remember, it shone sweetly bright, 

When I walked near the streamlet with jane^ 

And she looked so divinely that night. 
That I kissed her again and again. 

What wonders are hid in a kiss. 

That it links erery pleasure to pain ; 

For in truth I suspect it was this 
First caused me to sigh and complain. 

In this action so sure, as I speak, 

No harm could I ever divine, 
I caught a warm tear from her cheek, 

And it mingled with many of mine- 
Yet since that strange hour, when we meet, 

Jane blushes and turns her awry ; 
And my pulses with fever throbs beat. 

If I catch but tlie glance of her eye . 
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If she smile, and it be not on me, 

I talk, yet have nothing to say ; 
For somehow it hurts me to see 

Her smiles not directed my way. 

When she speaks, every accent I drinkf 

As honey distilled from the dews ! 
And it may not be true, but I think, 

With delight my attention she views. 

Her voice is more soft, than the note> 
That steals from the harp of the breeze | 

I have marked its sweet symphony float 
Near the foot of her favorite trees. 

Sometimes she will play a sad air, 
And her lute lulls each ]^ssion to sleep ; 

While she breathes the deep notes of despair^ 
If she look, ^e win see, that I we^. 
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They tell me> that jane too will sigh, 
They declare, she is deeply in love ; 

If she loved half so earnest, as I, 
Would she still my affection reprove ? 

They would urge me to speak to the fair^ 
What I feel is beyond all compliant ; 

If my passion my eyes don't declare, 
I am sure, that no language can paint. 

Some nymphs are more fair to the sight, 
She is artless, and therefore divine ; 

Her eyes with expression flash bright. 
Her locks with the jetty hue shine. 

Her dress is simplicity's grace, 

But her sympathy won my young heart ^ 
In fancy her image I trace. 

It only vrith life can depart. 
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Gentle maid^ if some more artful swain 

Should tell, what I fail to express, 
His language your heart may obtain, 

I am sure, he will love you much less. 

Perhaps I ought not to desire. 

Why you treat me so distant and cold ; 

Is the youth, who can merely admire, 
More favored, because he's more bold ? 

Dear jane, may you live and be blest, 

With the transports, that love has in store j 

It will shed a sweet calm o'er my breast, 
Tho I never shall cease to adore. 

And when all the sorrows have fled, 

Which fear and despondency gave, 
Let one tear o'er my hillock be shed, 

It will hallow the peace of the grave. 
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ODE, 

WRJTTEV FOR THE FEMALE CHARITABLE SOCIETT AT SALEM, 
AND suae ON THEIR AKSIVERS ART, JULT ii, 1804. 



\^HEN droops the hapless child of woe. 
Oppressed with want, disease, and care, 

What hand shall healing balm bestow ? 
What voice shall soothe the deep despsdr ? 

When anguish wakes the widow's tear, 
And rends the bit the orphan's cry, 

Is no protecting angel near. 
To chase the gloom, and hush the sigh ? 

Yes, mercy's gentle sprite is given 
To lull the throes of keen distress ; 

Her Voice, the music breathed from heaven> 
Her smile> tlie ecstatic wish to blesa* 
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She leans on pity's softened breast, 
Love, hope, devotion, grace her shrine ; 

But most she loves a home of rest, 
Where dwell the charities divine. 

To each his sufferings fate ordains, 

Untimely falls the opening flower ^ 
O^er wit and genius ruin reigns, 

They bloom, they perish in an hour. 

Since all are doomed to feel the blow, 

Let all indulge the social grief; 
Tbe heart, that bleeds for human wocj 

.v.; 

In turn shall find its kind reliefs 

What tho the joys of life depart^ 

And age and sorrow bow the soul^ 
These tenderer sympathies impart 

A. charm, that lives beyond epntrol* 
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Sweet is the fame, that waits the good^ 

For them the sainted prayer shall risei 

The silent praise of gratitude, 

The bright reward of happier skies. 

July 11, 1804. 



A CHARACTER. 

Seen in bright vision on the picturing eye, 
Lo ! lovely laura smiles, and passes by ; 
What strong dominion holds the female mindi 
Where scnse-and sweetness blend their powers refined. 
When modest truth in wit's fine polish glows, 
And reason sanctions all the lips disclose. 
Yet brighter merit crowns this peerless maid. 
Courted by all, herself who courts the shade ; 
While from her eyes heaven's mildest feelings speaki 
No conscious triumph marks her blushing cheek ; 
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Artless, yet quick, she wins by native ease, 
Blest in the power, with scarce the hope, to please : 
In judgment clear, in conduct calmly wise, 
Her flashes startle, but no victim dies ; 
Too great for conquest, for deceit too pure. 
Her temper mellows, what her charms secure : 
Yet tho by all admired, esteemed, carest, 
Scarce more in genius, than in prudence blest, 
Content in nature's humbler paths t6 rove. 
In mein a Pallas, and in heart a Love. 

There are, whose beauties, lit by passion, glare 
Portentous meteors in the troubled air, 
Versed in deceit, who rule with high disdain, 
And meanly triumph o'er the heart they gain ; 
Poor is the wretch, that knows no nobler sway. 
Than fools may flatter, and gallants obey : 
The gentler laura seeks no coquet's art 
To fix her empire o'er the raptured heart. 
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Love, feeling, nature, flow in every smile, 
Grace without trick, and pleasure without guile : 
Like some fair flower, that, sheltered from the storm, 
I'.xpands in lucid life its modest form, 
Still, as we gaze, unnumbered beauties rise, 
?^ew wonders brighten, and new charms surprise. 



APOSTROPHE. 



Spirit of my sainted fair. 
Come, MARIA, hither bend ; 

^^oon shall cease each mortal care, 
Soon shall all my sdl^nows end I 



Long the prey of ceaseless woe, 
Time its luiguish cannot Qure ; 

But this keen convulsive throe, 
Tells, I shall not long endure. 
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Why the halcyon hour delay, 
Lingering minister of peace y 

When each grief shall melt away, 
And each sigh of anguish cease ? 

When my weary spirit free. 
Thro the seats of joy shall rove ; 

And, entranced in ecstasy, 
Clasp in fond embrace my iove ? 

Hark, her tender voice I hear. 
Borne along the hollow gale ; 

** Henry, dry thy burning tear, 
" Henry, cease thy mournful wail.** 

No ; 'twas but a fancied strain, 

But my sickening heart return ; 
" Till we meet, my love, again, 

Henry must forever mourn." 

w 2 
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Airy sprites ! who, hovering round, 
Watch the slumbers of the dead, 

Guard this consecrated ground, 
Where maria rests her head. 

For, ye sprites, her soul was fair, 
As the mommg's sparkling dew, 

Pure, as light, that kissed the air, 
When creation's charms were new. 

With the choicest flowers of spring, 
Deck the virgin's hallowed grave, 

And tluiir sweetest fragrance wing. 
O'er the greensward as they wave. 

So my tears their youth shall feed, 
And, -w hen time with chilly power 

Steals their bloom, my breast shall bleed, 
And their rifled charms restore. 



POEMS. 347 



Such be yet the grateful care, 

Which may sooth this aching heart. 

Till in brighter realms, my fair, 
Till we meet no more, to parti. 

Come, MARIA, hither bend^ 
Come, sweet angel of the sty. 

From thy seat of bUss descend. 
And thy henry's grief shall die. 



SONNET TO EVENING. 

Meek evening, wafted on thy glowing breast, 
Spring's richest perfumes scent the tranquil air \ 

Nor vain they strive to give his spirit rest, 
Who knows no solace from supreme despair. 
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Airy sprites ! who, hovering roundy 
Watch the slumbers of the dead, 

Guard this consecrated ground, 
Where maria rests her head. 

For, ye sprites, her soul was fair, 
As the morning's sparkling dew, 

Pure, as light, that kissed the air, 
When creation's charms were new. 

With the choicest flowers of spring, 
Deck the virgin's hallowed grave, 

And tluiir sweetest fragrance wing. 
O'er the greensward as they wave. 

So my tears their youth shall feed, 
And, when time with chilly power 

Steals their bloom, my breast shall bleed, 
And their rifled charms restore. 
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Such be yet the grateful care, 
Which may sooth this aching heart. 

Till in brighter realms, my fair, 
Till we meet no more, to parti. 

Come, MARIA, hither bendi 

Come, sweet angel of the sty. 
From thy seat of bliss descend. 

And thy henry's grief shall die. 



SONNET TO EVENING. 

Meek evening, wafted on thy glowing breast, 
Spring's richest perfumes scent the tranquil air \ 

Nor vain they strive to give his spirit rest, 
Who knows no solace from supreme despair. 
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To me congenial swell these prospects rode. 
When deepening shades embrown the dashing tide ; 

For here no dark tinhallowed thoughts intrude^ 
Where love and nature still with peace reside. 

:Tho she has fiown to death's unthinking sleep. 
Whose smile was rapture to my aching hearty ^ 

Has left her lovelorn votary to weep, 

And feel an anguish, which can ne'er depart ;. 

Yet here, Vaucluse, thy bard delights to rove^ 

And tell his sorrows to the vocal grove- 
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WILLIAM AND MARY. 

A LEGEfmART TALE, IN IMITATION OF THE OLD ENGLISH 
I BALLAD. 

Hard is the lot of many poof) 

To work and drudge the livelong day, 

To weave the web, and wash the floor, 

With many an aching hand and sore, 
And scarcely have they time to pray. 

Yet have I seen this toilsome throng 
Endure, what you would weep to see ; 

And yet no murmur broke their song, 

Right merrily they tripped along, 
For still the heart from care was free* 
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For shame, then hush complaint, ye great. 
Who never knew the pangs of grief ; 

Let me one simple tal^ relate, 

And you may weep at partial fate, 
But cannot now afford relief. 

Fair MARY GAY was scarce eighteen, 

When first she graced young William's bed 
She was a pretty girl I ween, 
And something in her eye was seen, 
Which told you, she had thought and read. 

Indeed she loved alone to pore 
Among the books, the village had ^ 

And, as she turned their legends o*er, 

She gathered many a tale of yore, 
To make the idle rustic glad. 
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I well remember, all the youth 

To her at every wake would run, 
And buy her cakes ; for she forsooth 
Did use to mingle jest with truth. 

And lure to good by quaintish pun. 

Perchance you ask, where she did. dwell ; 

Her little cot was all forjorn. 
It had a little benched yipllj 
Where mary loved to sit and tell 

Strange things, that were, ere she was bom. 

And thus somehow did mary thrive ; 

Her pittance true was very small 5 
On Sunday she could fast and live, 
And oft did passing strangers give 

A thankful mite to mary's all. 
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Yet she was aye content and gay, 

For WILLIA5I he "was kind and true ; 
And love, we know, can charm away 
The cares and troubles of the day ; 
Just so poor MARY would tell you. 

At length sad limes of want came round, 
For fortune turns, 'tis said, her wheel ; 
And then so little food was found. 
In mary's famished span of ground. 
You might think, 'twere no sin to steal. 

But this young couple both were bred 
To love their God and pray amain ; 
They said, and they had rightly reid, 
*T\vere better far to starve in dread, 
Than make God's holy M'ord in vain. 
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So WILLIAM would away to war, 

And this cost mart many tears ; 
She too had heard from climes afar. 
That dreadful scenes awut the tar. 

And felt her heart subdued with fears. 

But want pinched sharp, and he must go 

To sell his youth for petty pay ; 
t'oor MART kissed his cheek in woe, 
And stammered, while her tears did flow, 

* William, remember me I pray.* 

Thus parted they ; to earn her bread 
This child of want did delve and spin ; 

A little kerchief tied her head. 

And one mean robe around her led, 
And anguished was her heart >Tithin. 
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*Twas melting sad to hear her sing, 
So doleful now she poured the sti'ain, 

This burden thro her song would ring ; 

* Ah WILLIAM, WILLIAM, come and bring 
* The smile, that scatters all my pmn.* 

So summer past ; but winter came, 

The snow beat down, and whirled the breeze ; 
Poor MARY could afford no flame. 
And, were it only for the name, 

She might in truth be ssdd to freeze. 

One night it rained, it blew right hard, 
And twelve had struck the village clock ; 

In those dark nights she could not card. 

So MARY lay, her windows barred ; 
Yet heard she many a solemn knock. 
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She thought at first it was the rain, 

That dripped so loud upon tlie floor ; 
But soon she heard a voice complain, 
* Pray mary wake, and chase my pain, 

* Thy lover wwts thee at the door/ 

Quick did she rise, and quick did fly 

The creaking door its hinge about ; 
She strangely felt, yet knew not why. 
She felt, as tho she then should die. 

As WILLIAM shivering stood without. 

< Ah welcome, william/ soon she cried, 

* Thy clothes are wet, thy cheeks are cold j 

* Ah very cold,* a voice replied, 

* But MARY, thou shalt be my bride, 

* My narrow house both us can hold. "* 
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^ My joiimey has been long opprest^ 

^And perils I have undergone ; 
' But, MART, lay thee down to rest^ 
*■ And sleep upon my clay cold breast^ 

' We soon again shall be but one/ 

Then, tho she thought so strange the soundy 

So hollow, dismal, the reply. 
That she would sometimes look around, 
And feared each noise, that stirred the ground^ 

With WILLIAM'S wish she did comply. 

So to his breast he did her fold, 

And round her neck his arms entwine ; 
Yet oft she said, as since she told, 
* Sweet love, thy limbs are marble cold ;* 
And l^e, * Oh mart, thou art mine/ 
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At length she sunk in deepest sleep, 

And never woke, till break of day ; 
Yet then she might both shake and weep, 
And true, she felt some horrors creep, 

For at her side no wxlliaji lay I 

But MART thought, ^lat he might dboose 

To welcome all the runtics near ; 
So dressed ; and still no time to looe, " 
Ran round to tell the cnnous news ; 

Yet scarce she dared, opprest by feor. 

She said her william had come back. 
And asked, if they had marked his tread ; 

The neighbors all looked blue and black. 

And cried ; * Ah no, alack, alack,* 
For well they knew, that he was dead. 
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I will not wound your gentle souly 
To tell how MART stood aghast ; 
Her eyeballs seemed no more to roll, 
She groaned ; and if you knew her dole. 
You well might wish^ it were her last. 

The neighbors say, that she must diet 

She neither eats, nor drinks, nor sleeps^ 
But all the time in fits will cry, 
* Poor WILLIAM to thy mart fly ;* 

And then by turns she laughs and weeps. 



ODE, 

WRITTEN FOR THE BOSTON FEMALE ASYLUM, AND SUNG 
AT THE ANNIVERSART, SEPTEMBER, 1804. 

SlEST is the meekened spirit giT«n 
To hush affliction's piercing throe ; 

Soft, as the dews distilled from heaven, 
Tet purer, than the printless snow. 
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And blest religion's light benign, q 

Whose charm arrests the embrio care. 

Leads the young mind to mercy's shrine, 

And mns the in^t's grateful prayer. 



To save from ruin's hurrying flame. 
Or ravish from the whelming wave, 

How bright the tributary fame I 
How rich the meed, that waits the brave ! 

Nor shall the muse forget the jwwer, 
Whose secret g^ to pity paid, 

Protect the modest, opening flower. 
And shelter in its fostering shade. 

Sweet Chatity, thy voice divine 
Can every balm of care impart ; 

The praise of rescued want is thine, 
The incense of the feeling heart. 
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With thee, when hope's gay dreams have fled. 
Shall memory whisper notes of peace j 

O*or death's dark courts a lustre^shed» 
And smooth the path to life's release. 

For those, whose ears are never deaf 
The cries of suffering woe to hear. 

Whose hands dispense'the wished reliefi 
Whose smiles illume the orphan's tear ; 



Not vsdn the promised blessings flow ; 

High heaven approves the sweet employ ; 
Tho here in tears of grief they sow, 

Yet shall they reap immoKal joy. 



flMIS. 
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With thee, when h(^*s gay dreams have fled. 
Shall memoiy whisper notes of peace ; 

O*or death's dark courts a lastre'shed» 
And smooth the path to life's release. 

For those, whose ears are never deaf 
The cries of sufiering woe to heari 

Whose hands dispense'the wished relief^ 
Whose smiles illume the ori^ian's tear ; 



Not vsdn the promised blessings flow ; 

High heaven approves thesweet employ ; 
Tho here in tears of grief they sow, 

Yet shall they reap immoKal joy. 
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